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**La vie est un instroment dont on commencs 
toujouzB par jouer fJEiax." 



A MADEMOISELLE JULIA GUILLOU. 

J'ai ^prouy6 im plaisir trds grand, quoiqu'un peu tiiste, en 
^crivant ce petit ouvrage d'apr^ nature, que je d6die k vous, ma 
ch^e amie. Loin, tr^ loin de votre joli petit coin de terre, je me 
suis senti mille fois saisi d'une vraie nostalgic pour la Bretagne. 
En Califomie, par exemple, dans un beau pays de soleil, j'ai rdv6 
de votre del gradeux et giis&tre, de vos landes pleines de myst^re, 
de vos diemins creux, de vos Pardons, de je ne sais quel diarme 
p6n6trant qui remplit Pont-Aven. Avec le brave Islandais de 
Theodore Botrel, je r^p^tais: "On m'attend au pays Breton." En- 
fin, aprds de longues ann^es, me void de retour aupr^ de vous. Je 
vois bien que nous avons vieilli un petit peu, Pun et I'autre; mais 
nos coeurs, n'est il pas vrai, restent jeunes encore? Comme autre- 
fois le vdtre est plein de bont£, de sympatliie, et d'encouragement 
pour vos artistes, surtout pour vos chers "andens," le mien tou- 
jours plein de reconnaissance pour tant de services rendus et pour 
une amiti6 si constante. 

Horace Anneslet Yachell. 
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THE FACE OF CLAY. 



CHAPTER L 
THE PROTAGONISTS. 

La mer de Bretagne est femme; elle n'est jamais la m6me 
deux jours de suite; on songe devant elle au mot de Claudien; 
dulce monstruffi, ... 

TEt>HANY gazed with troubled eyes across the sea* 
Since ten o'clock of that June morning the wind, blow- 
ing fitfully at first, had increased in violence; the waves, 
each larger than its predecessor, now crashed with terrific 
force against the reefs opposite the granite mole which 
protected the harbour of Concameau, whence but a 
few hours previously the sardine fleet had set sail. 
Some few boats were returning, flying furiously before 
the S.W. gale; but the greater number, although forced 
to abandon fishing, had sought the security of the open 
ocean, fearing with reason bom of experience the brist^ 
ling rocks of a lee shore. 

From all parts of the town women were hastening 
to the small chapel near the light-house, the chapel of 
Our Lady de Bon Secours. In their brooding faces, in 
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the shadows of their eyes, T^phany, who was partly of 
their blood, could read that mysterious fascination exer- 
cised by the ocean; the ocean as a huge amorphous 
personality, to be propitiated, worshipped, feared, and 
loved. Out yonder, indeed, groaned and travailed a 
Titanic Mother, who fed and clothed, who kissed and 
caressed her children, who sang sweetest lullabies when 
the midsummer moon hung resplendent above her; but 
a Mother, alas! furious in her rage, unappeasable, jealous, 
a dealer of cruel buffets, of thunderous words; an in- 
exorable Force, subject only to the Mother in Heaven, 
who, robed in the blue of the skies and the silver of 
the stars, looked down in pity. 

Inside the chapel the women were on their knees. 
One could see little save the white coifs and collars 
shining out of the thickening shadows. £x voto offer- 
ings of grateful sailors and fishermen — models of different 
craft, waxen legs and arms — all the pitiful S)rmbols of 
a fervent gratitude, hung above the worshippers. Here 
and there a taper flared. The figure of the Virgin, 
crudely painted, garishly gilded, imposed, with uplifted 
hand, silence and resignation. 

T^phany entered the chapel, and prayed. 

She was a girl of fifteen, sunburnt of complexion, 
with very thin legs and arms, but giving promise (to an 
intelligent eye) of beauty to come. Her features were 
finely cut, bearing the unmistakable signs of race; she 
carried her small head with a distinction which aroused 
attention. The eyes were of that varying blue-grey tint 
to be seen in a field of ripening flax. In certain lights 
they appeared dreamily blue, suffused with a melancholy 
never quite absent from the orbs of a Celt; but if she 
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became excited, they changed into a clear and sparks 
ling grey, intensely vivid and vital. Hair, brows, and 
lashes were dark umber in sunlight, black in shadow. 
The mouth was rather large, and full of character, 
drooping pathetically to match the sadness in the eyes 
when the face was in repose, curving into captivating 
smiles when she spoke. She was dressed in faded bluq 
gingham, wid stue wore a diild's flapping sun-bonnet 
tied with strings under her chin. 

After a few minutes, Tdphany rose from her knees 
and went back to the mole, now crowded with factory 
girls, whose work in the sardine packing-houses was 
over for the day. They looked seaward, very anxiously, 
thinking of their lovers struggling desperately with the 
ever-increasing gale. Such fishermen as had gained 
sanctuary received but scant notice as they left their 
boats and dimbed ashore. They had escaped. Why 
waste thought on them? The men hurried past the 
girls, wringing wet, and ravenously hungry for their fish 
broth. T6phany heard one say, as he strode by: 

"It is safer out there, much safipr." 

The coifs and collars of the girls fluttered as fiercely 
as their hearts, for the storm was lashing itself into a 
hurricane. T^phany saw tears trickling down the brown 
wrinkled cheeks of a gra^dmother. The old woman had 
witnessed many such scenes, and could count upon the 
fingers of esich hand the gallant sons and grandsons 
who had jailed gaily away — who had never come back. 

Moreover, not a fish had the few returning boats 
brought home. Foul weather, likely to last for many 
.days, had driven the sardines far down into placid 
.<lepths, not to be lured again, to the surface till th^ 
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tumult above was stilled. And times were terribly hard 
in Concameau. To many a family no fish meant starva- 
tion. Yet the women never complained. 

"You here?" 

T^hany turned; then the sadness in her face 
vanished as she exclaimed: "Oh^ Michael, I am so glad 
to see you! Isn't this awful?" 

"Yes," he replied simply. 

His face was grave, and in his eyes lay an expres-» 
sion which vaguely frightened the girl. He knew that 
her father, a painter, like himself, of fisherfolk, had set 
sail that morning in one of the boats; and he had not 
returned. Michael was wondering how he should break 
this lamentable piece of news to his companion. 

"They say it is safer out there; but if the wind 
goes on rising — and in those small open boats! Oh, 
Michael, there will be more crosses in the cemetery 
after this night" 

"The boats are staunch," he answered, trying to 
infuse hope into his voice, and aware that the attempt 
was dismally feeble. Then, being but a young man 
and therefore too ready to disguise his feelings under a 
mask of irritability, he added sharply: "For Heaven's 
sake, don't talk of cemeteries." 

T^phany held her tongue. But her thoughts fled 
to a certain cemetery crowning a hill, endrded by a 
low granite wail, filled with humble graves over which 
waved long grasses. This cemetery of Nizon, in which 
her mother was buried, stood out as the largest land- 
mark among her earliest memories; she remembered 
perfectly her mother's funeral, although she was only a 
child of six at the time. In the cemetery stood a stone 
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Calvary; upon whose granite pedestal she had sat play- 
ing with her doll, while her father, day after day, knelt 
at his wife's grave. If T^phany lived to be an old 
woman, would she ever forget the walk, through plea- 
sant fields and woods, from Pont-Aven to the cemetery, 
the gradual ascent of the hill, the weather-beaten chdteau 
to the right, and out in the west a thin silver line — the 
sea? The cemetery and the sea! In her mind lurked 
a mysterious affinity between the two: the one held the 
dead women; the other the dead men. 

T6phan3r's mother had been a Bretonne. Of this 
mother and her family the girl knew little. Her father 
had said once that his wife was the last survivor of an 
ancient race — the de Lautrec of Le Morbihan. Marie 
Tephany de Lautrec, it seems, had left Vannes, her 
native town, to accept a position as governess in Paris. 
At that time Henry Lane was painting in G6:6me's 
studio. There he met Quellien, the Bard, an extra- 
ordinary genius, the friend of Renan and one of the 
founders of the Celtic Dinner — that famous Round 
Table of men of letters. Quellien introduced young 
Lane to Mademoiselle de Lautrec The pair fell vio-r 
lently in love, married and, being very poor, decided to 
live at Pont-Aven,* where G6r6me*s stiidents had esta- 
blished an art colony. Henry Lane sold a few pictures 
each year: enough to keep himself and his wife and 
child in comparative comfort, no more. Then the wife 

* Si je n'avais que cent ^cns, je voudrais tenir manage k Pont- 
Aven; car c*est I^ qu'est la plus grande abondance de toutes choses. 
A Pont-Aven on a le beurre pour le prix du lait, la poule pour le 
|$nx de Toeu^ et la toile pour le priz du lin encore vert. 

SOUVESTRiS. 
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died. After the first six months' anguish, the lovd 
which Henry Lane had lavished upon his wife was 
transferred to the child. T^phany became her father's 
companion. He taught her English and a little arith- 
metic. French and Breton she picked up as a sparrow 
picks up crumbs. Also, he taught her to draw. The 
other painters at Pont-Aven adored her; and one, 
Michael Ossory, a young Comishman destined to achieve? 
greatness (so said G6r6me), became her particular friend 
and ally. Michael had made a study of Bretons. He 
recited to T^hany folk-songs, he told her legends, he 
said he believed in the Ankou and Kerrigan, he touched 
with his lively fancy every ancient stone and tree in or 
near Pont-Aven, and — excepting her father— the girl 
reckoned him the most charming and clever of his sex. 
So the years passed swiftly and happily. Henry Lane 
had leased a small house near Nizon, but nearly every 
summer he came to Concarneau, because his most suc- 
cessful pictures, the ones which the dealers bought; 
were of sardine-boats and fishermen. 

Meantime, with the fading light, the colours of the 
seascape changed. The afternoon's sun was now ob- 
scured by clouds. The amethystine tints upon the water 
assumed a. drab grey. Colour banished, form took its( 
place. The surface of the sea had broken up into moun-' 
tains and valleys. Even in the pool the water became^ 
troubled, and the boats at anchor strained at theii* 
cables, emitting dismal moans, like the cries of tethered 
creatures in pain. These dull, rasping sounds formed 
an accompaniment to the more dearly defined noises* 
of the waves, which, as the tide mounted higher, began^ 
to attack the mole. Tdphany and Michael watched the 
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iQttajestic combers, fascinated by their size and power. 
They broke with thunders upon the sharp reefs, and 
then, hissing like m3rriads of serpents, rushed upon tlie 
mole. Now and again some stupendous surge, resisting 
— so it seemed — ^the attack of ttie wind, would rear it- 
self up to a terrific height, blotting out with its vast 
bulk half the sky. But invariably the wind overthrew 
it Falling back in a sublime curve, with the roar of a 
cataract, it would vanish in a silvery cloud of sprayj 
The women in coifs retreated, laughing and chattering: 
T^phany and Michael remained. An overpowering smell 
of crushed seaweed filled the air. 

"Here comes another," said Michael. 

T^phany thought he was speaking of a wave, but 
he pointed a finger at the white cauldron of water to 
the left of the reefs. Through the spray, so thick as to 
hide entirely the pines of Portzou upon the opposite 
side, T^phany could just descry a homing boat driven 
furiously by the wind. Behind her, but never, so it 
seemed, quite overtaking her, raced the waves. Those 
in front she climbed superbly, plunging down into 
cavernous abysses and then emerging light as a swallow. 

"Ifs going to be a close shave," said Michael be* 
tween his teeth. 

The boat was whirled on at such speed that unless 
the narrow passage to the harbour were hit off to a 
fraction of a yard or two, shipwreck on the reefs ap- 
peared inevitable. An old man was at the tiller. At 
the exact moment he put the helm over; the boat reeled 
to the right, dipped her nose into the whirlpool, and 
flew round the end of the mole within a few yards of 
T^hany. She could see the grim face of the steers- 
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man relax as the wet sails fell with a sWish. A boy 
was cowering at the foot of the foremast Tdphany 
marked his white lips, his terror-stricken eyes. But a 
few minutes later, when the crew clambered ashore, they 
were laughing, the boy the loudest of all! T^phany 
noticed, however, that they staggered as they walked, 
as if intoxicated by joy, and their, laughs held the 
quavering note of men who have seen death at their 
elbow. Michael nodded to one of them, and said a 
word of congratulation. The man touched his cap, 
looking at T^phany. 

"Pouf-f-f!" said he. "It is not young ladi^i^ 
weather. For the rest — we are lucky. The next boat 
• — who knows?" 

T^phany shivered. These masses of water advanc* 
ing and retreating with terrific fury and persistency, this 
unslaked strength, this monstrous element, so protean in 
its myriad manifestations, in its infinite complexity of 
colour and form, yet always the same in one thing: its 
mad rage, directed against whatever dared to oppose it» 
appalled and allured her. Each breaker crashing upon 
the rocks, shaking the mole on which she stood, drench- 
ing her with its spray, S3rmbolised for her a personal 
power, an outward and visible enemy, challenging aU 
who beheld it to mortal combat She gazed with fervent 
admiration at the men who had conquered in such a 
heUish strife; but when she thought of what might have 
been, she felt that she must run away or faint 

"Let us go in," she said. "Father will be anxious 
if I stay here any longer. Have you seen him, 
Michael?" 

"Not since this morning," Ossory replied evasively. 
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"He can't paint out of doors in this weather; we 
shall find him in the studio. Come on." 

Lane and Ossory shared a big attic behind the 
hotel where they boarded. To this the girl led the way, 
moving quickly and lightly a pace or two ahead of her 
companion. When they reached the attic and found it 
empty, Michael blurted out the truth. 

"Don't make an idiot of yourself," he began; "but 
the truth is your father is — is out there, with the boats. 
He may have to stop out all night." 

The girl gasped. 

"Father— £?«/ there?" 

The terror in her eyes made Michael wince. 

"Yes, yes," he said testily; "but why make such a 
fuss? It isn't the first time the wind has blown a bit." 

"Michael, you are as frightened as I am." 

Michael whispered such phrases as came into his 
mind. 

"Why, you foolish child, you mustn't cry — he's with 
old Corentin, one of the best. Come, come! Dash it 
all, I thought you had more pluck. Those sardine girls 
are braver than you." 

"On the quay, perhaps.'* She flung herself away 
from him. "But they are crying now. Michael" — she 
dabbed at her eyes fiercely — "I must go back to the 
chapel." 

"But we can pray here," he objected. 

Straightway, they fell upon their knees on the bare 
floor. The wind shrieked outside, the booming of the 
breakers never ceased, as those simple prayers went up, 
Michael knelt upright; T^phany abased herself, crossing 
her bosom with trembling fingers, moving her lips, look* 

The Face of Chy, 2 
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itig upward in passionate supplication. Presently Michael 
got up, and then a curious thing took place. The young 
man stared intently at the face of the kneeling girl. At 
first the sympathy and pity so plainly inscribed upon 
his features were good to behold. But as he looked 
these vanished, and a different expression usurped their 
place. An eager, almost greedy light gleamed in his 
hazel eyes; his fingers twitched nervously. Withdrawing 
furtively to one side, he whipped a notebook from his 
pocket and opened it Then, as if realising that he 
was about to commit a sort of sacrilege, he flushed 
scarlet. T^phany, half turning, saw the sketch-book at 
the moment that he was thrusting it back into his pocket 
With a sharp cry she sprang to her feet, confronting 
him with flashing eyes and blazing cheeks. 

"How dared you?" she gasped. 

"I didn't dare," he answered, with admiration in 
his eyes; "but I was tempted. I couldn't help it It 
was a" — he hesitated, and brought out his adjective 
with a burst of real feeling — "damnable thing to do. 
T^phany, forgive me. Oh, you poor little girl, how 
could I be such a beast? Forgive me — please forgive 
me!" 

She forced a smile, on the edge of tears. 

"All right," she answered. "Let's go back to the 
quay." 

She put on an old cape hanging on the wall. 
Michael followed her out of the attic, down the rickety 
staircase, and into the street which led to the market- 
place and thence to the quay. During the brief half- 
hour they had spent in the studio, the wind seemed to 
have increased in violence, if it were possible, but the 
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masses of cloud overhead had broken. Between the 
purple wracks flashed the saffron light of the sun, dye- 
ing the sharply defined edges of the clouds a vivid 
scarlet; the sea beneath, no longer drab, displayed all 
the opaline splendours of mother-of-pearl. 

"What colour!" gasped Michael. 

For the second time T^phany's eyes flared. 

"You talk of colour, when men may be drown- 
ing " 

"I was trying to distract your thoughts from that," 
he growled. 

She flitted from him, bending her head as she faced 
the blast, clutching at her cape, which flapped tem- 
pestuously. Michael saw that she was making for the 
chapel. He decided that she must be allowed to have 
her way. To-morrow she would be the first to laugh at 
this terror which possessed her. 

The road between the factories and the chapel was 
still crowded with girls. But Michael noticed that they 
no longer knitted; nor did they walk with arms round 
each other's waists, as is their custom. No; the terror 
upon Tephany's face was inscribed also upon their 
square, brown, slightly animal countenances. 

When they reached the chapel it became obvious 
that something had happened. Men were gesticulating 
violently; some of the women were crying. Michael 
asked a question. A boat, trying to make the entrance 
to the harbour, had been driven onto the reefs. Only 
one man out of the crew had been saved. Michael re- 
peated this to T^phany. At once she became rigid, all 
the colour fading out of her cheeks and lips. 

"Whose boat was it?" she gasped, 

2* 
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Michael shook her arm, softly and then hard. 

"I don't know." 

"Ask— ask!" 

"T^phany, you must calm yourself. Do you hear? 
Why, your teeth are chattering." 

"Ask the name of the boat! If you won't, I will." 

She staggered forward, Michael tr3ring to restrain 
her, soothing her gently, entreating her to be patient 
and brave. None the less, the terrible fear that gripped 
her gripped him also. As they approached a group of 
old men, the word Corentin came to their ears. 

T^phany shrieked. 

"Shush-h! For Heaven's sake!" 

"You heard it — you heard it? They said — Corentin. 
Let me go." 

She broke from him, running up to the men, who 
regarded her curiously. The raging wind had drowned 
her cry. 

"Did you say Corentin?" she asked. 

To Michael's amazement she had controlled both 
features and voice. The question was put almost in- 
differently. 

"Yes; Corentin, Mademoiselle. You know him, the 
old rascal? Ma Doui, he has the luck, that one. He 
was found clinging to a rock, almost unhurt, and the 
others — name of a pipe!" 

"The others?" T^phany's voice penetrated shrilly 
above the dull roar of the gale. 

"The others. Mademoiselle, will be washed ashore 
when the tide turns. Ours is a pig of a trade, hein ? '* 

Next day Henry Lane's mutilated body floated 
ashore, and, later, was laid to rest in the cemetery of 
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Nizon, beside that of his wife. It seemed to Michael 
that T^phany would join her parents within a week; but 
she was young and strong, and in her hour of need 
Michael stood stoutly by her. Amongst Henry Lane's 
effects was found a simple holograph will, directing that 
in the event of his death T^phany, if a minor, should 
be sent to England to his married sister, living in Dor- 
set, Tephany's guardian and sole executrix of the will. 
Michael travelled with the girl to Saint Malo, and placed 
her in charge of the stewardess; it was understood that 
her aunt, whom she had never seen, would meet her at 
Southampton. 

During the journey, and while they stood together 
on deck, waiting for the sound of the bell about to warn 
shore-going visitors to leave the ship, T^phany exhibited 
neither distress nor even nervousness. Michael knew 
that she was suppressing her feelings with a stupendous 
effort of will. And her determination not to break down 
seemed to the young man the most poignant thing he 
had ever witnessed. On his side, also, he disguised his 
sympathy and pity, and perhaps a warmer sentiment, 
under a flimsy veil of small talk. 

"You will write regularly," he was saying; "and I 
shall write. Tell me everything — eh? You'll be a wee 
bit homesick at first It won't last long, that And your 
aunt — why, she must be charming, your father's sister, 
and no diildren of her own; she'll spoil you terribly, 
Tephany; oh, yes, that is certain." 

"Is it?" Tephany replied. . "She's my father's half- 
sister, and years older than he was. He respected her, 
but I'm §ur? be never loved ber. They had nothing in 
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common, nothing. And her husband — a dried-up stick, 
father called him." 

"I know they will spoil you, a childless couple. You 
will forget us." 

Indiscreetly he had let slip a word too much. With- 
out warning T^phany replied, with a passion and in- 
tensity that swept all barriers aside: 

"Michael, don't dare to say that Forget you? 
Forget Pont-Aven? Forget old friends? Never!" She 
began to tremble. "And you know, you guess, what is 
waiting for me on the other side; such misery, such 
loneliness, such home-sickness that I could — and would 
— drown myself to-night, if — if " 

"If ?" He held her hands tightiy in his. 

"If I did not believe in God." 

As she spoke the bell clanged loudly. 

"Good-bye," said the young fellow abruptly, unable 
to control his voice, which quavered oddly. "Good-bye, 
dear little Tephany." 

She flung her arms round his neck and kissed him. 
She was barely fifteen; and Michael, ten years older and 
infinitely wiser, seemed to her the concrete presentment, 
not of a handsome young Cornishman, but of all that 
she loved and was leaving. She pressed her lips to his 
cheek with an ardour which thrilled the man to the 
core, revealing to him what he had ignored — or, shall 
we say, misinterpreted — the true nature of his feeling 
towards her. Was it possible that he loved this child 
in short petticoats? Regardless of the inquisitive eyes 
of a dozen tourists, he lifted her up, straining the slight, 
clinging body to his chest, kissing her cheeks, her fore- 
head, her ey^s. Then, as they reluctantly released 
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each other, he said hoarsely: "T^phany, I am going 
to work, you understand, as I have never worked yet, 
as *' 

"Gangway's being cast loose, sir." 

"Good-bye, Michael." 

"Gk)od-bye, you darling little thing." 

He rushed across the gangway, knowing that tears 
were in his eyes, not daring to look back for a minute. 
When he turned he saw the vessel getting under weigh, 
heard the throb of the screw and the straining of the 
big cables. But the figure of the girl, standing alone 
upon the deck, seemed shadowy and spectral. Some- 
thing within him, stronger than all reason, because, per- 
haps, greater than all reason, whispered to him that as 
they parted now, he and she, young, strong, ardent, they 
would never meet again. Cruel circumstance was putting 
more than the Channel between them. 

T^phany waved her handkerchief and he waved his 
in return, as inch by inch, foot by foot, the stem of the 
vessel swung into the harbour. In the hazy west the 
sun was sinking into an untroubled sea out of a cloud- 
less midsummer sky. The gulls fluttered about the ship, 
picking up pieces of bread and cake which the tourists 
threw at them. Michael heard laughter and voices. The 
tourists were confident of a smooth passage, looking for- 
ward to joyous greetings, to a return home. 

He waved his handkerchief. The screw of the vessel 
revolved faster; then two bells rang out crisply. The 
engines, till now reversing, began to go ahead. Michael 
remembered that the boat would pass close to the end 
of the pier. By running he might get there in time. 
Racing down the quay, regardless of the protests of per- 
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sons whom he brushed by with scant ceremony, out of 
breath, with flushed cheeks and heaving chest, he arrived 
in the nick of time. The boat was cutting swiftly 
through the water just abreast of the lighthouse. T^phany 
had not moved. Her thin, graceful figure stood out in 
silhouette against the amber and rose-coloured sky. The 
intense black of her dress struck the painter as signifi- 
cant, the most striking note in a picture which remained 
a vivid impression for many years. T^phany gazed at 
him in silence without moving, without one gesture of 
the thin arms. Then, with an unexpectedness which 
almost unnerved him, her lips parted, showing her pretty 
teeth and the dimple in the comer of the left cheek. 
There was radiance in the smile with which she rewarded 
his physical effort, and a joyous assurance in her voice, 
as she cried clearly: 

"I shall come back, old Michael, as soon as I can." 

"Yes, yes," he shouted in return. 

Thus they parted, gazing at each other till each ap- 
peared but a faint speck, illusive as a reek' of smoke. 
Michael never left the end of the pier till the steamer 
was hull-down on the horizon. As he turned his face 
towards the town he was sensible that the long twilight 
of Brittany had crept up from the land. It seemed to 
touch with cold fingers the shivering sea. Michael 
shivered also — and sighed. 
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CHAPTER 11. 
AFTER TEN YEARS. 

C'est dans Tdme feminine surtout qu'apparait la profonde 
originality do la race celtique. 

Ten years afterwards T^phany returned to Saint 
Malo. When she left it, the last object on which her 
eyes had rested was the figure of Michael; when she 
came back, what first revealed itself through lifting sea- 
mist was the islet of Grand Bey, the tomb of the illus- 
trious Chateaubriand. 

Then the mist fell; the islet vanished as if it had 
been a mirage. A moment later the mist lifted again, 
and the splendid spire of the cathedral flashed upon 
the sight, only to dissolve and vanish like Grand Bey. 

Once more T^phany felt, permeating every fibre of 
her being, that sense of mystery which is the peculiar 
inheritance of the Celt And for an immeasurable 
second, so overpowering was the emotion, so long was 
it since she had experienced it, that she forgot the years 
and what they had held; she became the child of fifteen, 
the little Bretonne, whose mind had held all the super- 
stitions and folklore of the province — and little else. 

The vessel glided into harbour, leaving the mist 
upon the sea to struggle feebly with the rising sun. On 
the land, and on the water near the land, ever)rthing 
W<is incomparably dear and waroi and fresh. It seemed 
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to Tephany of good omen, inasmuch as the sea was so 
smooth, so filled with prismatic colour, holding in its 
translucent depths all the exquisite promise of the rain- 
bow. When she had bade farewell to this enchanted 
country, the sun was setting into a night sable as the 
despair in her heart On her return, the sun rose to 
greet her with the assurance of bright hours to follow. 
But she wished passionately that her eyes had first 
rested anywhere save on a tomb. 

Below, in the small, ill-ventilated ladies' cabin, Mary 
Machin, Tephan)r's faithful friend and paid companion, 
was petulantly asking herself a question to which she 
could find no answer. Why had a young woman, 
rapidly approaching fame as an operatic singer, can- 
celled an important London engagement, and then, 
leaving a delightful flat in May fair, declared her inten- 
tion of burying herself in the wilds of Finist^re? 

Within the past fortnight Tephany and she had re- 
turned from a triumphal tour through Canada and the 
United States. T^phany's triumphs had been a source 
of sincerest pleasure to Mary Machin; but she had re- 
joiced exceedingly to find herself once more in Daffodil 
Mansions. The size of North America had distressed 
Mary Machin. Columbia suggested to her an enormous 
young woman' only partially dressed. New York and 

Boston were very well indeed, but Milwaukee ! Had 

not Milwaukee proved herself to be naked and un- 
ashamed? Why, at the stage door of the Grand Opera 
House one hundred and three maidens, lost to all sense 
of self-respect, had stood in line to kiss Trepoffski, the 
Polish tenor, who had shared the night's triumph with 
Tephany. As many youths escorted Tephany to her 



APtER TEN YEARS. ^7 

Hotel. They had not kissed her, to be sure, thanks 
possibly to the presence of an English gentlewoman; 
but an impudent rascal had snatched her bouquet out 
of her hand, and divided the petals of its roses among 
his fellows! One more instance will suffice to indicate 
Miss Machines satisfaction in Daffodil Mansions. At 
Omaha the fact had been given to the world in a head- 
line: "Machie misses her Muffin," T^phany alone ad- 
dressed Mary Machin as "Machie." And below the 
pleasing alliteration was a long and very personal article 
about "The Diva's Dame de Compagnie," concluding 
with the hope that, lacking her mufOn, "Machie" would 
console herself with — waffles. 

Meantime, the vessel had been warped alongside of 
the quay. Tephany, apparently in high spirits, super- 
intended the disembarking of Mary Machin and the 
luggage, pointing out, the while, the picturesque roofs 
rising above the machicolated walls, the gaily dressed 
crowds, the various craft in the harbour, objects of in- 
terest which only evoked monosyllables from a tired, 
indisposed (Miss Machines own word for an averted 
attack of sea-sickness), dishevelled creature who was 
thinking of Daffodil Mansions. 

"Machie, how cross you are!" said Tdphany. 

"My dear, I am very cross. Why, in the name of 
commonsense, have we exchanged our pleasant life in 
town for this?" 

Very contemptuously, Miss Machin indicated the 
Custom-house in which they were standing, the pushing, 
perspiring crowd of tourists, the officials derisively smil- 
ing, and the chaos of piled-up luggage. 

"We shall be out of this in a jiffy," said Tephany, 
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"and when we are in our rooms at the hotel, after bath 
and breakfast, I will answer your question, not before, 
Machie." She turned to the inspector, who was asking 
her to point out her baggage. "Yes, Monsieur, yes; my 
luggage and my friend's" — her perfect accent evoked 
interest "We have a great deal. Monsieur: four trunks, 
two dressing-bags, a large lunch-basket, a small tent, 
a bicycle and a tricycle, a bundle of wraps, a paint-box 
and easel." 

"Mademoiselle is an artist?" 

"An artist? why, yes." 

Two porters collected the luggage, which made an 
imposing pile. The official smiled and shrugged his 
shoulders. Artists, according to his experience, travelled 
light 

"Name of a dog!" he said solemnly, "this is all that 
is of the most respectable." 

"Respectable? I should think so," exclaimed Miss 
Machin. The inspector bowed. He understood a little 
English, and he had a sense of humour. SmiUng at 
Miss Machin, he asked politely if she had any cigarettes 
to declare. This question passed unnoticed. Mary 
Machin was staring at the luggage with open mouth. 

"Why, Tephany," she gasped, "do you see that all 
the labels have been torn off your things?" 

"I tore them off myself, Machie. Why do you ask? 
Shush! Wait!" 

Somebody once described Mary Machin as a matronly 
maid. Strangers always made certain that she must be 
a happy wife and mother. Maternal solicitude beamed 
out of her eyes; strange children clutched at her skirts 
and at her heart-strings; disagreeable babies sat con- 
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tentedly in her lap. She was small without being in- 
significant, thin without being angular, pale — except in 
moments of excitement — but never pasty-faced. She 
had most lovely eyes of a forget-me-not blue and a de- 
licate aquiline nose. The other features, plain as they 
were, did not matter, because nobody looked at them. 
She loved T^phany, and Tephany knew it, because Mary 
Machin said so fervently and frequently. 

"I love you as if you were my sister," she would 
murmur. Once, in a moment of exaltation, she had 
added: "I should like to have a child like you." Then, 
scarlet and palpitating, she had faltered out, ''If an old 
maid may express such a wish." 

Perhaps Mary Machin divined that Tephany was one 
of those feminine creatures who not only crave for love, 
but exact also a reiterated statement of the fact Kind 
words and looks — Mary Machin's only available capital 
— never cloyed on Tephany. 

At the Hdtel de France two adjoining rooms were 
assigned the ladies: one happened to be the apartment 
in which Chateaubriand had been bom.* The huge 
bed in the comer kindled a spark of enthusiasm in 
Mary, but she refused to sleep in it. 

"I should see the man," she said. 

"If only one could," sighed Tephany. 

In this room, after the midday breakfast, which was 
exceedingly good, T^hany gratified her friend's curio- 
sity. You must conceive Mary Machin no longer cross, 
nor indisposed, nor dishevelled. The few peevish lines 
upon her face had been wiped away. She looked charm- 

* "La chambre o{i ma m^re m'infligea la vie. — ** M^moires," 
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ing in a grey dress embellished by violet ribands. Daffo- 
dil Mansions seemed far away. 

Tephany sat beside her, taking Mary's hand between 
her long, delicate fingers. 

"We have been wanderers over the face of the 
earth, you and I, Machie." 

Miss Machin, nodded, as she murmured: "Yes, yes; 
Paris, dear Paris — then Petersburg. Br-r-r-r! How cold 
it was that first winter in Petersburg. Then The Hague 
— Brussels — Rome, where 1 had a touch of the fever, 
and you nursed me so tenderly" — she kissed Tephany 
and squeezed her hand — "Vienna and Buda-Pesth. It 
was at Buda-Pesth that foolish young man " 

"Pray don't mention him, Machie." 

"He tried so hard to drown himself. And it was 
such a splendid advertisement for you, Tephany. That 
and the duel at Milan quite established your reputation, 
I have always said so. Dear me! I wonder what it 
feels like to have men — such handsome men, too! — : 
fighting about one?" Mary sighed profoundly. 

"It made me feel furious," said Tephany curtly. 

"I know, my dear, I know; you are always hard- 
hearted about men, and I should have been so flattered. 
Yes; let us change the subject by all means. We had 
got as far ar Buda-Pesth — no, Milan. How well I re- 
member those delicious Milanese ices, frozen coffee a^ 
the bottom and whipped cream at the top^ Then 
Florence — then the English season, Australia, America, 
and now — and now," she eyed Tephany nervously, 
"and now, my dear, when the world is at your feet, 
you kick it." 

Tephany rose and paced up and down the big 
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room. An expression unknown to Mary Machin slightly 
altered her face. Opinions were legion in regard to 
the beauty of it Photographs revealed finely cut 
features, a delightfully modelled cheek and chin, an 
engaging smile. But how many actresses and singers 
can boast as much, and more? The men said that 
beauty lay in the singer's colouring, and the men were 
right Cheeks and lips were rose-tinted: pale rose 
deepening into carmine upon occasion. In figure she 
was not too tall, very straight and slender, with the 
finely rounded throat and bust of a singer. 

Mary Machin waited patiently for T^phany to begin 
her explanations. She knew that mystery lay behind 
those troubled eyes, and that it would be unveiled in 
due time. Suddenly T^phany stood still. Then, speak- 
ing in a slightly higher and sharper tone than usual, 
she said abruptly: "Machie, I believe that my triumphs 
have been more to you than to me." 
"That is true, my dear." 

"I have seen you wallowing in my press notices." 
"Ah-h-h-h!" murmured Mary ecstatically. 
"Machie, it is so nice of you to purr because the 
world has stroked me. But if it stopped stroking — 
what then?" 

A vague apprehension of coming evil set Mary's 
pulses a-fluttering. T^phany, noting her distress, sat 
down, and once more took her friend's hand into her 
clasp. This time Mary became sensible that the fingers 
touching her skin were strangely hot 

"T^phany," she exclaimed, "you are in love." 
"What a shocking bad shot, Machie. In love — I?" 
She laughed, too derisively, so her friend thought, 
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Then her face softened, as she tapped Miss Machines 
hand and murmured, "Try .again." 

"My dear, you are not — ill?" 

"111? Have I ever been ill? But you're getting 
warm, Machie. One more guess." 

"Your throat?" 

After what seemed to be an aeon of suspense, 
T6phany said slowly: "Yes, it is my throat Don't look 
as if I were being crushed by a steam-roller. At the 
worst, and the worst is not likely to happen, I might 
lose my singing voice." 

"Lose your — your singing v-voice?" gasped Miss 
Machin. 

"Not my life, Machie." 

"Oh, oh!" Miss Machin began to cry, the tears 
rolling down her cheeks. T6phany, glancing at her, 
rose abruptly and walked to the window. For a mo- 
ment she was wishing, passionately, that she could cry 
like Machie. Outside a May sun was shining gloriously, 
bathing all things and persons in a warm flood of light 
But a colossal figure obscured the sun for T^phany. 
She could see nothing save a black-coated giant with 
piercing eyes, who had said to her forty-eight hours be- 
fore — only forty-eight hours before! — in cool, calm 
tones: "The Covent Garden engagement must be can- 
celled. That is inevitable. Six months hence we will see 
— we will see." 

There was much more, but T6phany remembered 
none of it Sir Japhet was the greatest specialist in 
London; and he confirmed the verdict of the New York 
doctor, whom T^phany had visited in secret on the eve 
of sailing from America, 
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"Oh, oh!*' wailed Miss Machin, melting deplorably. 

Tephany laughed, flingjuQg back her head with a 
certain air of defiance. 

"I don't care — much," she said clearly. 

"Eh?" Miss Machin looked up, incredulous, dabbing 
at her eyes with a handkerchief rolled up into a ball. 

"I don't care very much," Tephany repeated, with 
greater honesty. 

"After that last week, that never-to-be-forgotten week 
in New York. Oh, dear — oh, dear!" 

"That last week bored me." 

Miss Machin held up her hands. By the motion of 
her quivering lips, one might guess that she was 
repeating T^phany's words, "That last — week — bored 
— you?" 

"Yes." 

"But you have cared for nothing dse," Miss Machin 
managed to falter. "Your fame, your art, seemed to 
fill your life ever since^ ever since " 

"Go on, Machie. Or shall I finish your sentence? 
My art, my success have filled my life ever since you 
have known me, but you have only known me three 
years." 

"And three months." 

"And three months. And I'm nearly twenty-six." 

"And I am thirty-one." 

"Machie, you look it when you cry. Now please 
don't cry any more." 

"It's very disfiguring, I know," sobbed Miss Machin, 
"but I can't help it" 

"When I lived in Brittany, before I found out that 
I had a voice," said Tdphany, reflectively, "I was in- 
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terested in heaps and heaps of things. I must tty to 
find them again — those things. And you must help me, 
Machie." 

Miss Machin wrung her hands helplessly, murmuring, 
in a choking voice, "What things — where? — oh, 

dearl oh, dear " Did her weakness inspire strength? 

Tephany's face lit up with a smile. She sat down 
again, relaxing features and limbs, with an air of ac- 
cepting graciously ill fortune. The defiance in her eyes 
disappeared. 

"You know that I was happy in Brittany," she be- 
gan, "and imhappy,. frightfully unhappy, in Dorset?" 

"Yes, yes." 

"But I have never tried to give you details. No. 
Because there are none. I was overpoweringly home- 
sick. I believe all Breton women are like that When 
the peasants leave the province to take service in Paris, 
they nearly die. I nearly died. What saved me, I 
think, were some letters from a friend." 

"From a friend?" 

Tephany hesitated. The habit of silence is dif- 
ficult to break. 

"From a man, Machie." 

"Oh!" Miss Machin's eyes brightened. 

"From a young man," Tephany sighed. Miss 
Machin's eyes positively sparkled: she was the most 
well-conducted and at the same time the most romantic 
woman in the world; and the great humiliation of heir 
life, carefully concealed, was the fact that no young man 
had written letters to her. 

"His name was ^icji^el Ossory. Have you ever 
heard of that name?'^ 
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''Never, my dear. Michael Ossory? Never." 

"He was a painter: one of the cleverest students in 
G^rdme's studio. My father, everybody, predicted that 
he would be famous." 

"I know now why you buy catalogues of picture ex- 
hibitions." 

"Machie, how sharp you are! Yes, I have bought 
catalogues; and never once have I seen his name in any 
of them." 

"But he wrote, and, I suppose you answered his 
letters?" 

"Of course I answered them. I wrote sheets, four 
to his one, till, till he stopped writing. Till he stopped, 
did I say? Long after he stopped. The hardest time 
of my life came when / stopped." 

Mary Machin kissed T^phany several times, very 
softly; then, in a whisper, she murmured: "Those letters, 
of course, were love letters." 

"No, not at all. I mean " 

"Between the lines," Mary suggested. 

T^phany nodded. 

"Why did he stop writing?" 

"Why indeed! It nearly broke my heart," 



A long silence followed. I-X)oking back, Tephany 
shuddered, remembering the misery of those days when 
the link between her Bnd Michael had snapped. Her 
uncle and aunt, well-meaning and worthy folk, Philistines 
of the conventional type, were unable to see an inch 
beyond the trimly cut fence which encircled their modest 
denie§nQ pf Rome Close, Jt seamed to Tephany, then 
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and thereafter, that the business and pleasure of her 
uncle's life lay in rooting weeds out of his lawn — 
daisies were reckoned as weeds — in pruning hedges and 
shrubs, in repeating, not without absurd blunders, what he 
read in his daily newspaper, and in playing croquet Now 
she could not remember whether his eyes were grey, or 
a faded blue, or a watery green. She thought of him 
as a spud, plus shears, a pruning-knife, a mallet, and 
The Morning Post Her aunt represented keys. She 
was one of those careful bodies who, owning nothing 
worth a passing burglar's regard, make a point of keep- 
ing it under lock and key. The books T^phany yearned 
to read were locked up like the dried cherries which 
appeared once a week at dessert; the answers to the 
questions put by the eager girl were locked up also. 
At night, every door and window in the small, shabby 
house was heavily barred. . . . 

When it became plain that Ossory had no intention 
of answering her letters, T^phany wrote to Yvonne, the 
genial landlady of the inn at Pont-Aven, a friend of 
Ossory's and of her own, asking for information. From 
Yvonne she learned that Ossory had left Pont-Aven, 
nothing more. T^phany would have mourned Michael 
as dead, but her letters to him were not returned; she 
knew therefore that he must be alive. 

The abomination of desolation followed. T^phany 
entreated the pity and help of Breton saints. She spent 
hours, when she ought to have been in bed, praying to 
Sainte Barbe, Sainte Anne d'Auray, and Our Lady des 
Bonnes Nouvelles. Then, believing that her own sex 
had abandoned her, the unhappy creature invoked 
Saint Yves and Saint Herv^. Bretons, be it re-. 
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membered, seldom address their prayers direct to the 
Almighty. 

Finally, worn out by self-imposed penance and want 
of sleep, she gave up the struggle, submitting with 
piteous resignation to the desire of her aunt that she 
should join the Anglican Church in which her father 
had been baptized. T^phany would have embraced 
with equal docility the creed of Mahomet or Buddha.* 

Within a couple of years she had changed outwardly 
into as prim and demure an English Miss as may be 
found in any parish in Dorset Indeed, she had come 
to regard herself as a wild bird helplessly caged, con- 
demned to eat groundsel — with grace said before and 
after eating it — for the rest of her days. Her uncle 
and aunt were in straitened circumstances; they were 
unable to entertain their few neighbours, and too proud 
to accept hospitality they could not return. 

It is certain — at least, we have T^phany's testimony 
to that effect — that ultimately the girl would have mar- 
ried the curate, who once, scarlet with bashfulness, 
offered her a nosegay. But immediately after this 
thrilling incident, Tephany learned that she was, so to 
speak, an undeveloped gold-mine. A big, burly, much- 
bearded Frenchman happened to hear her sing. Comedy 
followed. The Frenchman called at Home Close, sent 
in his card, and was ushered into the drawing-room, 
where Tephany and her uncle and aunt were drinking 

* What Renan says in this connection is worth quoting: 
**Une fois s^par6 de son milieu primitif le Breton cessait presque 
aussitdt de s'appartenir et n'opposait aucune resistance k son ab- 
sorption dans un milieu Stranger. . , . $a douce foi, son tranquille 
optimisme est ^branl^t" 
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tea. The Frenchman bowed, turned to the master of 
the house, indicated T^phany with a gesture, and burst 
out excitedly: "Monsieur, Madame, your niece she carry 
a fortune in her mouse.'* 

The worthy uncle stared at his visitor and at his 
visitor's card. 

"I don't know who you are, sir," he replied coldly. 

"Who am I? Monsieur" — he struck an imposing 
attitude — "I am Bandin — Gustave Bandin! And I — / 
say zat Mademoiselle carry a fortune in her mouse." 

"The man ought to be locked up," murmured the 
good aunt. Then, to the surprise of the elderly people, 
Tephany, whom they had come to regard as a modest 
retiring young lady, burst into voluble French. A mo- 
ment later Bandin and she were shaking hands. An- 
other moment and the piano was open. On Sunday 
afternoon ! 

"My dear " faltered the aunt 

"He is the famous French tenor," Tephany ex- 
plained. 

"Mademoiselle will sing ze scale. Do — Re — Mi 

Sing, Mademoiselle, sing! Have no fear!" 

Accustomed to impose his wishes, Bandin dominated 
this extraordinary situation. Tephany sang the scale 
twice. Bandin wiped his forehead. 

'' Sapr^r^r-risti! " 

Then, in rapid French, he explained to the petrified 
uncle and aunt that Tephany possessed a voice which it 
would be criminal not to cultivate; that she ought to 
study in Paris, if it were possible at the Conservatoire. 
He, Bandin, was at the disposition of this charming and 
interesting family. Let them confide in him. He had 
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given his card. He was singing at Covent Garden. He 
would answer letters, make arrangements, do all that 
was possible, for the sake of his art — which he adored. 

Before his listeners had time to reply the good 
fellow was gone. 

He left behind him, however, a regenerated T^phany, 
in whose veins the half-frozen blood flowed once more 
swiftly and copiously. The originality of her strong 
character asserted its power. We may pass over a 
stormy month. At the end of it Tephany was des- 
patched to a kinswoman living in London. The verdict 
of a famous master confirmed what Bandin had said. 
Tephany possessed a small income of her own, about a 
hundred and fifty a year. Matters arranged them- 
selves. But the student years of successful artists are 
seldom worth recording. Tephany worked, and worked, 
and worked. She had inherited her father's passion for 
art, her mother's patience. At the end of five years' 
training came a triumphant dehut at Brussels, and, fol- 
lowing this, half a dozen engagements. Then the imcle 
and aunt, unable to accompany their niece upon her 
travels, insisted upon a paid companion. Out of a 
hundred and eleven highly recommended ladies Mary 
Machin was chosen. 

Machie broke the silence. 

"I would give anything to know why Mr. Ossory 
stopped writing." 

Tephany hesitated; her trunk was open; on the top 
lay a small leather desk. She got up, crossed the room, 
unlocked the desk, and took from it a letter. 

"This is his last letter." 
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She stared at it meditatively; then, in a quief voice, 
she read aloud a paragraph. 

" *In my next letter I shall have something very ex- 
citing to tell you. I have found what I have been 
hunting for years. Between ourselves, my dear T^phany, 
I believe that I'm going to be prosperous; the broad 
highway to fortune is certainly in sight. I won't spoil 
an interesting story by dribbling it out in instalments. 
Wait for my next' " 

"Is that all, my dear?" 

"I have been waiting for the *next* ever since." 

"It is most mysterious. I suppose that a woman " 

"I do not know. Money parts some old friends. I 
don't think money would have parted us, although" — 
her cheeks flushed slightly — "the want of it did." 

She put aside the letter, sighing. 

"Was he handsome, T^phany?" 

"Yes, and very strong. He could pick me up as if 
I were a baby. Why, when we parted — oh, Machie, I 
couldn't have believed it possible that I should tell you 
tliese things, but when we parted " 

"Yes " 

"I kissed him." 

Mary Machin, remembering for, what purpose her 
very handsome salary was paid, tried to look shocked. 
She succeeded in looking inexpressibly funny. 

"My dear!" 

"Machie, I hugged him. And he, he lifted me up 
and kissed me. At that moment I knew that he cared. 
He did not say a word, but in his eyes " 

"Would one want more?" 

"Machie, bow §^tisfactory you ^el But, a$ ^ fact, 



AFTER TEN YEARS. 4t 

z girl does want more* I should have liked him to have 
written to me that he adored me, as I adored him." 

"Oh, T^phany!" 

"But I did adore him. Tm not the least little bit 
ashamed of that He was poor, and very proud; other- 
wise I feel convinced that he would have spoken." 

"And the world would have lost a great singer,'' 
observed Miss Machin solemnly. Then she said sharply: 
"I can guess what has brought you to Brittany. You 
have lost your voice, but you hope to find this mysterious 
Mr. Ossory." 

"Machie, you know why I picked you out of a 
hundred thousand other watch-dogs? I asked you if 
you Hked my frock. And you said bluntly that you 
didn't And now you have blurted out another truth 
which" — she blushed — "which really I would not admit 
to myself. I want, of course, to see the country where 
I spent my childhood; I want" — her voice softened to a 
whisper — "to kneel once more in the cemetery at Nizon; 
but I want, most of all, to know what has happened to 
Michael Ossory." 

"Tdphany, you are in love with your Michael 
still." 

T6phany answered gravely, deliberately: 

"No. That is past But I am curious. I have 
always felt that the man is alive, and, being alive, how 
comes it that he is not famous?" 

Miss Machin pursed up her lips; she had great 
tenacity. 

"I do not say that you are in love with Mr. Ossory 
as he now is," she remarked austerely, "but you are in 
Igve, wbigb accounts {qv everything, with the young man 
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who was too poor and too proud to tell you he adored 
you.** 

To this T^phany made no reply. Mary Machin 
glanced at her. Then, in a different voice, she said: 
"Why did your tear the labels off your boxes?** 

"Because I have left my stage name in London. I 

don't want to hear it again till ** she touched her 

throat significantly, not finishing the sentence. "I am 
going back to Pont-Aven, where I was known, and shall 
be known, as T^phany Lane.** 

"Oh!** Protest informed the exclamation, for Mary 
was not insensible to the advantages of travelling with a 
celebrity. Tephany*s stage name opened many doors. 

"Yes,** continued T^phany very softly, "I go back as 
T^phany Lane.'* 

"Do we leave to-morrow?*' Mary Machin asked. 

'^/ leave to-morrow," Tephany replied. "You will 
follow two days afterwards. I must have two days alone, 
Machie; I feel sure you will understand. I see you do. 
In two days, left to myself, I shall become, really and 
truly, Tephany Lane." 

She smiled, not forgetting how much she had changed, 
but sensible that she might change again, that she might 
renew the tissues, the fancies, the ideals of youth in 
that remote comer of the world in which she and her 
mother had been born. 
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CHAPTER ni. 
PONT-AVEN. 

Pont-Aven — ville de r6nom — quatorze moulins — quinze maisons. 

Not many changes had been wrought in Pont-Aven. 
The houses, built of grey granite, built to endure for 
ever, seemed to greet Tephany with a sober smile; the 
familiar water-mills, with their huge wheels, looked not 
a day older. They had, so Tephany reflected, the sane, 
mellow appearance of faithful servants who had worked 
hard and were now enjoying a well-earned rest The 
doors of the houses stood open as of yore. Peering 
into the dark interiors, Tephany caught a glimpse of 
furniture black with age and smoke, polished by the use 
of a hundred years. The villagers were busy in the 
prosecution of the small daily tasks so important to 
their welfare. The old women knitted, chattering to- 
gether in pairs; the wives and daughters were washing 
down by the river, or preparing the simple noon-day 
meal, or at work in the fields; most of the children 
were at school. In a window T6phany recognised the 
face of a friend, M^re le Beuz, who glanced up as 
Tephany passed. The dear soul smiled pleasantly, 
thinking, perhaps, of the fat five-franc pieces which 
strangers brought to the village, but in the keen, kindly 
eyes bent on hers Tephany perceived interest only, not 
recognition. Time had. been generous to M^re le Beuz, 
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Perhaps her shoulders and hips were a trifle broader; a 
few more lines lay upon the brown, clear-skinned face 
which glowed between the snowy collar and coif; but 
she still looked strong, the mother, the wife, the sister of 
strong men. 

The sight of this plain honest face gave Tephany a 
thrill of delight Then, in the reaction, she compared 
her own life during the past decade with that of the 
peasant The hurry and scurry from* town to town, 
from country to country, from continent to continent, 
the never-ending competition, the jealousy of rivals, the 
glare of the footlights, the hot, tainted atmosphere of the 
theatre, the adulation of the mob. And at the end a 
physical breakdown, a tiny rift within the lute. Had it 
been worth while? 

The market-place was empty save for a couple of 
carts standing opposite a tavern. The carts, very long 
in the body, deftly balanced between high wheels, gave 
Tephany another thrill. How often she had lain snugly 
curled up in masses of sweet-scented clover and hay, 
half dreaming, hearing the tinkle of the bells upon the 
horses' necks, as these same carts carried her back from 
the fields to the small house where she and her father 
lived ! 

At the east end of the market-place she saw the 
ancient inn, and at its side a large annexe built since 
Tephany had left Pont-Aven. T^phajiy smiled at the 
old tavern, and frowned at the new. A moment later 
she was walking up the stone steps, walking, so she felt, 
into the past, as one strolls into a pleasaunce where 
time has recorded its sunniest hours. 

To the right, through an open door, she Qould see 
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the dining-room, panelled from floor to ceiling with 
pictures and sketches painted by her dear artists for 
Mademoiselle Yvonne. And Mademoiselle Yvonne was 
still Mademoiselle Yvonne (T^phany had learned this 
at Quimperl^), and, as ever, the loyal friend of all 
painters. 

Tephany walked into the small office to the left, 
where a young girl, in the dainty coif and collar of the 
commune, sat writing behind a broad counter. In 
answer to Tephan/s questions, the girl informed Made- 
moiselle that as the season had not begun she could 
have any accommodation, any room almost, she might 
require. Mademoiselle Yvonne was in the kitchen. 
Certainly, if one wished to see her, she could be sum- 
moned. Tephany asked for a room in the old house, 
and, without giving her name, wandered into the dining- 
room and up to a panel at the farther end of it The 
panel held a portrait of herself. Gazing at it, she 
wondered if it were possible that she ever presented so 
wild, so disordered an appearance. For the first time 
she experienced an honest sympathy for the uncle and 
aunt who had welcomed their unknown niece so coldly, 
who had stared with such horror at unkempt locks, 
untied strings, badly laced boots: all, in fact, that Michael 
Ossory had faithfully reproduced upon the panel. 

In a minute, however, Tephany recognised herself, 
the essential spirit which still dominated her. The eyes, 
burning out of the panel with such fiery interrogation, 
were her eyes; the smile was her smile. Such as she 
had been she still was; only the envelope had changed. 

A step, not a light one, upon the well-scrubbed 
floor, warned her that Yvonne was approaching. Ah, 
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thank heaven 1 her kind friend had altered hardly at all. 
Her hair was now iron-grey; her fine figure had grown 
massive; but the shrewd, twinkling eyes, the square chin, 
the mobile, humorous lips, were the same. She greeted 
T^phany courteously, but indifferently. T^phany smiled 
as she returned the formal salutation. 

"Who is that?" she asked, indicating the portrait of 
herself. 

"It is one of my best panels," said Yvonne. 

"But how ugly!" 

"Ugly?" Yvonne frowned, then she added sharply: 
"Evidently Mademoiselle is not an artist The sketch is 
very fine. I have been offered a thousand francs for 
that panel." 

"You ought to have taken them," T^phany mur- 
mured, still scrutinising her elfin locks. Vanity hinted 
that such a terrible witness ought not to be at large. 

"Never!" Yvonne's voice was flatteringly emphatic. 
"And to me, Mademoiselle, that child is beautiful." 

"Sinfully ugly," said T^phany. Then, as Yvonne's 
kind eyes began to blaze, she burst out laughing, hold- 
ing out her hands. "Why, Yvonne," she said — and, 
although she was laughing, tears shone in her eyes — 
"you have told me a thousand times that I was ugly, 
and naughty, and an imp of Satan, and that you never 
wished to set eyes on me again." 

"Ma Done!*' exclaimed Yvonne, relapsing into 
Breton under the stress of violent emotion, "it is thou, 
my blessed one. The Saints be praised!" 

T^phany flung herself into those sturdy arms, gasping 
with delight 



PONT-AVEN. 47 

Presently, after the first ebullition had subsided, 
after scores of questions had been asked by Yvonne and 
answered by T^phany, the latter pointed once more to 
her portrait Then, in a voice too quiet and restrained 
to be quite natural, she said: 

"Yvonne, what happened to Michael Ossory?" 

"Monsieur Ossory? Nothing." 

Her lips shut with a snap; her eyes refused to meet 
T^phan/s. 

"Eh? But what do you mean by nothing?" 

"Just nothing. He has not arrived. He never will 
arrive. It is a man — lost!** 

The finality of the "lost" made Tephany shiver. 
Looking keenly at the speaker, she perceived Yvonne's 
fingers nervously interlaced. The rough tone of ex- 
asperation in her voice was eloquent of deep regret 
Tephany remembered that Michael Ossory had been a 
prime favourite with the landlady of the H6tel Yvonne. 

"But where is he? You wrote to me that he had 
left Pont-Aven." 

"He came back after two years. He is here." 

"In this hotel?" 

"He has rooms of his own. He never comes to 
see me." 

"Is he still poor?" 

"Oh, no; he has money, fie does not have to paint 
for a living." 

Tephany hesitated, recalling old methods, tactics 
successful long ago. Laying her hand upon Yvonne's 
wrist, she whispered coaxingly: "You have a story to 
tell; tell it to me — please do I" 

"Never!" 
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The familiar word exploded. 

''Of course I shall call upon an old friend." 

Yvonne laughed scornfully. 

"As you will. But Monsieur Ossory is not famous 
for welcoming old friends. Bah! I must be about my 
business." She smiled frankly. "After breakfast, which 
we will eat together — hein ? — I will show you my annexe, 
of which I am so proud." 

With a wave of her hand she was gone, carrying 
with her an indescribable atmosphere of freshness and 
vitality. Left alone, T^phany turned with a sigh to look 
at another portrait to the right of her own. This was 
an excellent likeness of Michael Ossory, painted by 
T^phany's father, shortly before his death. The face, 
intensely virile, curiously alive, acclaimed Tephany with 
a grin at once sardonic and defiant The man seemed 
to be saying: "Yes, yes; this is Pont-Aven. It hasn't 
changed, has it? But don't flatter yourself that you 
and I are the same. We are not." 

Outside, the young girl from behind the counter 
was waiting to show Mademoiselle her room. Tephany 
looked at her watch. Breakfast was at noon. She had 
a good hour to spare, and an ardent desire to revisit 
some of her old haunts, to recapture, as it were, that 
elusive spirit of the past which she seemed to have 
caught and held securely only a few minutes before, 
the spirit put to ignominious flight by the expression 
upon a painted face. 

Crossing the bridge over the Aven, she passed 
through the village and into a wood, the delicious Bois 
d'Amour. Here beeches, chestnuts, and oaks grow 
luxuriantly upon steep, mossy banks sloping sharply to 
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the edge of the stream, which widens out into a broad, 
peaceful pool, whose surface is only broken by lichen- 
covered rocks. Below this pool are the mills, and the 
nimble of their wheels, when revolving, may be heard 
above the roar of the weir higher up. As a child 
T^phany used to think that the waters of the Aven^ 
must be loath to leave this enchanted resting-place, the 
last before the final plunge over or through tiie sluices 
onto the mud flats of the estuary. Tephany remembered 
a certain stone, the sanctuary of an old brown trout 
The trout lay there still. Had he defied capture for 
ten years? Perhaps he was a son or a grandson of 
the guileful Veteran for whom her father had angled un- 
successfully a score of times. He lay, nose up stream, 
among the weeds, his tail fins slightly moving. A few 
yards farther on a man was painting. Tephany ap- 
proached him smiling.. Her father, and she herself, 
had painted this bit over and over again. 

For the moment she thought she saw Michael Os- 
sory. The man had Michael's tall, fine figure; he car* 
ried his head with an air of distinction, as if aware that 
it was excellently well set upon broad, shapely shoulders, 
Tephany, however, coming nearer, perceived that the 
painter was a stranger, about her own age, possibly a 
couple of years older. Seeing the interest on her face, 
he raised his cap. Tephany asked if she might look at 
his canvas. One glance told her that he had great 
talent After a minute's talk, she learned his name- 
Came. He was a Californian, who had come to Pont- 
Aven to spend the summer. 

** Everybody paints this pool," he said apologetically; 
''but I'm after something different I don't care a red 

T^e Face of Clay, \ 
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cent, for instance, about those reflections, glorious £hough 
they are. To paint a landscape upside down and two 
tones lower, and then to dash a few lines across it and 
call it water, is not my ambitioiL I want to paint the 
water itself, its curves, its ripples, and the tilings that 
grow in it Aren't those waving weeds immense?" 

T^phany fanned his ardour, eyeing critically the wet 
canvas. 

"You paint yourself?" said Came. 

"Enough to appreciate the good work of others. I 
was brought up with painters. My father painted He 
has painted this pool, and so have I." 

"It's better than a formal introduction." 

"Yes," said T^phany, as frankly. "Tell me, do you 
know a painter who lives here — Michael Ossory?" 

"Ossory? I seem to have heard his name." 

"He has lived here for years. His portrait hangs in 
Yvonne's dining-room." 

"Oh, the Hermit; we call him the Hermit I had 
forgotten that his name was Ossory* No, I don't know 
him. You see, I'm a stranger. I've only been here a 
fortnight A friend of mine, Johnnie Keats, who is a bit 
of a gossip, tells me that the Hermit is a *has been.'" 

Tephany asked no more questions. She returned 
to the hotel, unpacked her boxes, and wandered once 
more into the small dining-room to stare again at Os- 
sory's portrait Presently she discovered another panel 
of his. 

"But this is wonderful," she whispered to herself. 

Sunlight fell slantingly on a group of peasants 
dancing the gavotte. In the background sat the binious 
—the piper and his comrade with a small fife — en- 
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throned upon two huge cider-barrels. One could see 
that they were piping lustily. The movement in the 
bodies of the dancers, the expression of vitality and 
force, the strong contrasts of light and shade, were 
rendered with unerring delicacy and power. And the 
man who had painted this lived unknown in Pont-Aven, 
The why and wherefore of it bit into T^phan/s heart 

After breakfast, alone with Yvonne, T^phany was 
shown the annexe, the big dining-room not used till the 
middle of June, the salon, and the studios above. In 
July, so Yvonne said, the crowd of tourists and holiday- 
makers would arrive. 

"I shall stay with you till then,** said T^phany. 

When Yvonne left her she decided to walk to Nizon 
to visit her mother's grave and the Calvary. On the 
morrow she hoped to summon up sufficient courage to 
call upon Ossory. If he repulsed her, if — ah, well, why 
should she anticipate a slight, a rebuff a!t his hands? 
Passing M^re le Beuz's house she saw the dear old gos^ 
sip at the same window, knitting and smiling at the 
foot passengers. Inside the house a woman was crooning 
to a child an air familiar to all Bretons, but at that time 
new to T^phany: one of the songs of Th^dore Botrel; 

Four ^gayer ma nuit profonde, 
J'avais trois vaillants petits fieux, 
Que j'aimais plus que tout au monde: 
Us 6taient si bons pour leur Vieux! 
Mais, un jour, POc6an soumois 
Les a pris, d'un coup, tous les tarois. 
II m'a yol6 les petits fieux 
Qui devaient me fermer les yeux: 
Je dois le hairl et pdiirtant, 
Ma]gr6 moi, j'aime I'Oc^an ! ! ! 

4* 
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T6phany went to the window and spoke to Mire 
le Beuz. 

"That is a new song, very pretty, very sad," she 
began, "but the old songs — you stUl sing them to your 
babies?" 

She wondered if the woman would recognise her, 
having an absurd yearning that she should do so at 
once, at the first glance. M^re le Beuz smiled and an- 
swered the question, simply and lucidly, telling T^phany 
of Botrel, of his birth at Dinan, of his upbringing, of 
his visits to the province after Paris had acclaimed him, 
of his innumerable songs set to music of his own com- 
position. That, according to M^re le Beuz, stamped 
him as true bard. She recited the legend of the m3rstical 
union between Hyvamion, the poet^ and Rivanone, the 
setter of psalms to music, whence sprung Saint Herv6, 
the blind patron of all Armorican troubadours. 

"Ah, yes," said T^phany, smiling; "you told me that 
before.'* 

"Before, Mademoiselle?" 

"Years and years ago, not once, but a dozen times." 
,And then again she heard the delightful acclama- 
tion, felt the warm handclasp, saw the twinkling eyes 
beam with affection and excitement 

"But you are tall, beautiful, a great lady. Without 
doubt you are Madame, Madame la Comtesse, perhaps." 

"I am still Mademoiselle," said T^phany. 

You may be sure that she was persuaded, with but 
little pressing, to enter the house and drink a cup of 
cider. M^re le Beuz presented her daughter-in-law, who 
had sung Botrel's song, a pretty creature nursing her 
firstborn. 
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"And doJ/e>« love the ocean?" T6phariy demanded 
gravely. 

Trouble lay in the young wife's eyes as she mur- 
mured shyly: 

"Ah, yes — after all she gives us our bread.'* 

"She has taken one of my sons," said M^re le Beuz, 
"and her father." She nodded at her daughter-in-law. 
Both women crossed themselves. 

"And mine," said Tdphany, in a low voice. After 
a moment's hesitation she crossed herself also. 

"God forgive me, I'd forgotten that," said the grand- 
mother. Both women gazed at Tephany with an intense 
and poignant sympathy. 

"You are one of us: I alwajrs said so," the elder 
woman muttered. • 

"I am Bretonne, yes," said T6phany. "I was born 
here, and your blood is in my veins." 

"Surely, surely," assented the women. 

Tephany took leave, promising to return. 

The road to Nizon is upon the other side of Pont- 
Aven, but Tephany wished to take the short cut through 
the woods and fields: the path she had trod so often 
with her father, which passes the chapel of Tr^malo. 
She knew every tree, every stone and stile. Presently 
she came to a delightful avenue of oaks; upon each 
side of the way are wheat-fields and apple-orchards. 
Tephany looked at the trees, stunted, misshapen, many 
of them, but sturdy and vigorous, deeply rooted in the 
soil, twisted by a thousand storms, yet surviving them 
as they would survive others, almost imperishable, 
honoured in legend and song — the oaks of Finist^re. 
The avenue leads into a wider, more beautiful avenue 
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of beech trees^-an approach to the chdieau; but 
T^phany, turning sharp to the left, came suddenly upon 
the small chapel of Tr^malo, a miniature church built 
of granite, extremely old, but in a state of remarkable 
preservation, and surmounted by a delicately carved 
spire, an ornament added probably in the sixteenth cen- 
tury. T^phany paused upon the threshold. 

A strange emotion filled her. Baptised and con- 
firmed in the Roman Catholic Church, as has been said, 
she had joined the Anglican Communion. Later, when 
she left Dorset, she came under the influence of some 
Rationalists, but their teaching left but a slight mark 
upon a mind intensely plastic, yet at the same time 
prejudiced and even obstinate. Tdphany listened to the 
arguments of the philosophers, with the sound, so to 
speak, of the Angelus in her ears. Let it be remem- 
bered that the religion of Bretons is engrafted on 
paganism. Of this more will be said later; it is suffi- 
cient to mention the fact here because it elucidates what 
otherwise might seem obscure: the peculiar attitude of 
T^phany towards the faith of her mother. It appealed 
powerfdly to her imagination, while it left her intelligence 
not cold, but lukewarm. She had come to consider 
herself a Catholic in the widest sense of the word; a 
daughter of a Church which acknowledged neither Pope 
of Rome nor Archbishop of Canterbury. T^phany 
prayed fervently in cathedrals, in kirks, in conventicles, 
even in synagogues. But since she had left Brittany 
she had not made confession to a priest. 

Now, standing upon the threshold of this chapel, a 
strong desire assailed her to dip her fingers into the 
hinititr, to cross herself with holy water. She was dis- 
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tressed when she discovered that the hinitier was 
dry. 

T^phany entered the chapeL Inside it is paved 
with rough granite flagstones. Wide arches, surmount- 
ing t>ig> round, whitewashed pillars, support a wooden 
roof, painted sky-blue. Between the roof and the walls 
is a frieze with extraordinary heads of men and animals 
carved upon it, all grimacing violently to keep at bay 
evil spirits. Some ostrich eggs hung in front of a 
painted figure of the Virgin. The stained glass in a 
window, very old and very good, deflected oddly the 
light, throwing splotches of vivid colour upon the stone 
floor. 

Tephany noted these details before she perceived at 
the farther and darker end of the chapel a man sitting 
upon a rude bench, with his face hidden by his hands. 
The man sat so silent and motionless that he seemed to 
have no more life than the figure of the Virgin. 
Tdphany's presence, seemingly, did not excite his in- 
terest This, however, aroused no surprise in her. Some 
fisherman, doubtless, had wandered into the chapel to 
pray and meditate. She felt sorry that she had disturbed 
him. Possibly he had covered his eyes on purpose. 
Her imagination flared, seeing a fellow creature suffering 
in spirit, yearning to be alone with his Maker, resenting 
bitterly, perhaps, the advent of a strange woman. His 
attitude was one of profound dejection. With a shy, 
backward glance, Tdphany left the chapeL 

A few minutes later she was kneeling at her parents' 
grave. 

When she rose, she noticed that the first inscription 
upon the tombstone had become slightly worn; it was 
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fading. With a shock the reflection followed that the 
few memories she possessed of her mother had become 
as the dust within the tomb, as the fading writing on 
the stone: 

In Memory of 

MARIE T^PHANY, 

Beloved Wife of Henry Lane, 

Bom at Vannes; Died at Nizon. > 

Aged 27 Years. 

R. I. P. 

The Uve T^phany, thinking tenderiy of the dead 
Tdphany, tried to recall her mother's face. Henry Lane 
had made many studies of his wife's head, but these he 
had destroyed after her death, because — so he told his 
daughter with passionate emphasis — they were caricatures 
unworthy to be preserved. Tephany could just re- 
member a pure, delicately cut profile, standing out like 
a fine cameo against the dark confused years of early 
childhood. 

Underneath the above inscription were a few lines 
setting forth the date and manner of death of the hus- 
band, who lay beside his wife. 

Tephany turned from the graves to the Calvary 
upon whose pedestal she had spent so many hours. 
The Calvary at Nizon is triple, richly ornamented, carved 
out of granite, the hardness of which has been softened 
by centuries of rain. It is probable that it was set up 
after one of those fearful visitations of sickness which 
ravaged the country of Comouailles about the middle of 
the sixteenth century. During the Reign of Terror the 
crosses had been pulled down and broken up. All over 
France madness wreaked its fury upon such sacred 
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emblems. And yet, the madness passed away, the 
emblems remain, replaced by pious hands, venerated, as 
before, by pious souls. T^phany, gazing at the stones 
worn by the feet and knees of countless pilgrims, re- 
flected that another thunder-cloud of madness and 
violence hung over the province, and she believed that, 
as before^ it would pass, having spent itself, but that 
the . faith, enduring as the granite of these monuments, 
would not perish, but would rise again, purged, may be, 
by fiery ordeal, refined, tempered, glorified. 

Repassing the chapel of Tr^malo, Tephany looked 
in for the second time; the man was gone; the chapel 
looked strangely desolate and forlorn. The splotches of 
vivid colour had disappeared; in the shadows, the figure 
of the Holy Mother seemed spectral; out of the frieze 
the hideous images grimaced horribly. 

Tephany shivered as she closed the massive oak 
door, heavily clamped with iron. Unable for the mo- 
ment to analyse her emotions, she was none the less 
aware that, teturning to these scenes of her childhood, 
she was not strong enough to resist the influence which 
objects considered as inanimate elsewhere exercise over 
the minds of Bretons. As a child she had believed that 
certain springs and stones and trees harboured spirits t 
powerful to work good or evil upon those who beheld 
them. In London, Paris, New York, and Melbourne 
she had laughed at these childish fears. 

And to-day, now that she was a woman, they assailed 
her fiercely. ' 
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CHAPTER IV. 
MICHAEL OSSORY. 

The stir of fellowship in all disastrous fight. 

The sun was slowly sinking into the woods which 
lie to the north-west of Pont-Aven as Tephany strolled 
onto the small quay below the water-mills. It hap- 
pened to be high tide, and the craft at anchor in the 
pool were reflected in a surface smooth as ice. Two 
red, white, and blue tunny boats from Belle-Isle had 
sailed up the estuary to be scraped and painted. Now 
that the sardines had come back to Brittany, after a 
lamentable absence of two years, the big timnies were 
to be left in peace. Tephany stood on the edge of the 
quay, admiring the lines of these boats, built expressly 
for speed, and sold for what they will fetch as soon as 
wind and weather have taken the pace out of them. 
Lower down in the pool lay a collier, loaded to the 
gunwale, a dismal-looking affair, black within and with- 
out, a veritable tramp. Tephany saw that the collier 
had been a tunny boat; but the masts with the once 
rakish cant forward were now perpendicular; her rig 
had been altered: the racer, in fine, swift as a swallow 
in pursuit of the big tunnies, had become a sorry beast 
of burden, cracked of heel, mutilated, a Rosinante 
among vessels. 

A few paces distant from Tephany stood a tall, 
gaunt man, who looked as if he might belong to one 
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of the tunny boats. He wore the blue overalls and 
jersey of the Belle-Isle fishermen. What could be seen 
of his face beneath his cap and through masses of 
beard and hair had been burnt a dark brown* 

T6phany, turning to him, asked in French, if he 
could tell her the price of a new tunny boat 

"Ten thousand francs," he replied. "And after 
five years' service you can buy them for a bagatelle of 
three thousand, or less. 

"It's the pace that kills always," murmured T^phany 
to herself, in English. 

"Is it?" said the man, replying in English. "Is it, 
T^phany? Are you sure of that? I say, not always." 

"Michael?" 

"Yes." 

"You recognised me, and I, I never recognised you." 

They shook hands, staring at each other, smiling 
nervously. T^phany's first thought was the joyous con- 
viction tiiat Michael wanted to renew the old friendship, 
or else, surely, he would not have revealed himself. 
Tempering the pleasure of this reflection was the sense 
of exasperation that she had not recognised him, despite 
his heavy cap and beard. Then again, in Michael's 
voice T^phany had detected an inflection — as a singer 
she had studied inflections — an inflection of satisfaction, 
of an expectation realised. 

"Oh, Michael," said she, "I am so glad to see you 
again." 

"If you had come back sooner — ^-" 

He silenced himself with acute abruptness. There 
was resentment in his tone, something far stronger than 
mere reproach. 
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"Come back sooner?" She repeated the words 
blankly, trying to fathom the expression in his eyes. 

"Yes; you promised, you know. Your last words 
were: * I shall come back, old Michael, as soon as I can.* " 

"And you have remembered. Well" — she spoke 
soberly, as if she had pondered the phrase about td 
fall from her mouth — "I have come back as soon as I 
could." 

"After ten years!" 

Something in his voice angered her. 

"Perhaps I might have come sooner, if — if you had 
answered my letters." 

"Forgive me," he muttered, without offering an ex- 
planation. "Ten years is a long time. And having 
held my tongue for nearly ten years, I have forgotten 
to wag it politely." 

T^phany laughed frankly. 

"You never did wag it politely, Michael; but yoii 
talked a good deal ten years ago. Good gracious! how 
you used to scold me! Who taught you to hold that 
tongue of yours?" 

Before the words were out of her mouth, she would 
have given much to recall them. She saw Michael 
wince; then his face set. 

"I had no right to ask that," she whispered. 

"No, you hadn't," he replied, roughly. "I have not 
asked you questions, have I? Why, I don't know yet 
whether you're maid, wife, or widow." 

"I'm a maid," said T^phany softly. She felt angry 
with Ossory, but she admitted his supremacy. He still 
possessed the magnetism whidi in the old days had 
made him a leader in G^rdme's studio. ■ ' 
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; "You're here," said Ossory, after a pause. "That's 
the main thing. And I'm here." 
V "You paint ?" 

She spoke nervously, afraid now to put the simplest 
questions. 

"Oh yes, I paint Will you come to my studio and 
see what I am not doing?" He spoke scornfully. 
Then, in a different voice, almost pleadingly, he added, 
"Will you come?" 

"Yes," said T^phany. "At what time?" 

"Ten in the morning. The studio is on the old 
Concameau road. I must go now." 

"Good-night, Michael." 

"My nights are never good." 

He lifted his cap and swung away into the shadows, 
T^phany, standing still, tried to measure the difference 
between the old and new. Michael, between the man 
who had held fame in his grasp, and the man who had 
let it go — the man of whom Yvonne had spoken of as 
ipst. Why that dreadful word "lost"? One thing was 
certain: Michael was still strong. And the word "lost" 
quickened her pulses. If the man, the finer spirit, in 
Michael, were lostrr^lost, not destroyed — surely he might 
be found. What an exciting quest that would be! 

He was disappearing when she heard his voice 
singings In the old days he had always sung, just like 
this, and evidently the habit clung to him. But the 
words and music were strange to T^phany, strange yet 
fascinating. There was a haunting lilt about, the music 
which .brought vividly to mind the once familiar Breton 
songs. 
.; Thus thinking she walked slowly to the end of the 
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quay, which seemed larger. Yes, it was larger. It had 
been widened and lengthened; and half a dozen ne# 
houses spoiled the view of the wood beyond. T^phany 
turned her back upon the new houses and sat down, 
gazing at the river, which presented an uncanny aspect 
in the fading light Upon the other side of the pool 
stretched the moorland of Brittany, covered with rocks, 
bracken, whin and broom, scrub-oak and heather: wild 
desolate spaces, imchanged since the days of the Druids. 
Through these the Aven rolled silently to the sea. 

The sea! 

Upon this moor brooded for ever the spell of the 
sea. And always, in winter or summer, above the roar 
of the gale, above the sigh of the breeze, may be heard 
the voice of the siren calling her lovers to her bosom. 
The children lying in their cupboard beds behind thick 
granite walls hear that voice: to its music, however faint, 
are set dreams, fancies, hopes and fears, prayers and 
songs. 

T^phany looked at the river hurrying past the stony 
places, but she was thinking of the sea. To her, as to 
every Breton and Bretonne, the sea was the duke mou'^ 
strum, which through the mists of past and future 
stands as Fate. 

The long twilight of early summer came on slowly. 
The Aven once red, then golden, was now silver. Soon 
it would be lead. Tephany shivered, as she had 
shivered in the chapel of Tr^malo, although the night 
was warm. For at that moment she apprehended the 
difference between the old Micha^ and tiie new. The 
river led her to the knowledge she sought. Did not 
the river flow to the terrible bay out yonder, beneath 
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whose troubled waters sits Death, waiting for her 
victims? And does not every child of Finist^re know 
full well that Death, on occasion, rises to the surface 
and glides towards the land? And then the shadow 
of her grisly head falls where the ancient oaks touch 
branches across those deep-cut lanes of the province 
that lead away from, yet always return to, the sea. 

T^phany shared that fierce hatred of Death which 
lurks in the Breton heart The priests have never been 
able to exorcise this belief in Death as a person who 
niay be seeh and heard and touched, and the belief, 
also, in Death's familiar, the Ankou,* who gleans the 
awful harvest 

In the face of the old Michael life had shone con* 
spicuous. Ah! shone was inadequate. T^phany tried 
to find a better word. Glared expressed more accurately 
the vitality and energy of the man. It was as if Mchael 
had drunk of the fountain of life, had steeped himself 
in its vivifying waters, and henceforth had become im- 
mune to disease and death. But the Michael of to- 
night, still strong, still young, and still passionate — whd 
could doubt that? — -had the appearance of a man who 
bad looked upon, who had touched Death. Surely 
Michael had seen the Ankou — and virtue had gone out 
of him. 

Next day T^hany woke to the delicious semi-con- 
sciousness of finding herself in some long-forgotten yet 
familiar and much-beloved place. Before she opened 

* L' Ankou est Pouvrier de la mort; c'est le dernier d^fiint de 
Pannfee qui, dans chaque paroisse, revient sur terre chercher lea 
tr6pass^. . • . — Anatoi^e le Braz. 
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her eyes she heard the tinkle of bells from the collars 
of the horses drawing loads into the town, the clatter 
of sabots upon cobbles, the cries of the teamsters, and 
the sharp crack of their whips. To her nostrils came 
the fragrance of honeysuckle and new-mown hay, and 
the pungent smell of the estuary as the tide swept up 
to meet the river. She rose refreshed after sound sleep, 
laughing at the fancies of the previous night, charmed 
to find herself in Pont-Aven, looking forward with ardour 
to what a new day might bring forth. 

A pretty maid, one of the joyous band of young 
serving-women whom Yvonne had collected about her, 
brought coffee and brown bread and butter into the 
panelled dining-room. 

T^phany sat down at the long table. The roomi 
was eloquent of the past, although not mute concerning 
the present: a shrine, indeed, of youthful ambitions, of 
which a few — how few! — had been realised. Neariy 
all the panels here were painted by Henry Lane's con- 
temporaries, her anciens, as Yvonne called them, and 
each had its story, which T^phany knew. One or two 
had served as studies for pictures now famous. Then 
Yvonne came in, massive, genial, sound to the core, 
like a superb pippin, bringing T^phany some straw- 
berries from her garden, freshly gathered, with the dew, 
still sparkling upon them. She lingered for a moment 
whispering a few phrases of information concerning her 
guests. That thin yellow-faced man at the end of the 
table was a litUrateur romancier, who had found fame 
a^d lost his digestion. He was talking to a caricaturist, 
a capital voung fellow, likely to go far if he left absinthe 
alone. A propos, had her dear child met Monsieur 
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Came? What a charming person— and of a clever- 
ness! Yvonne bustled away as Came came in, followed 
by his friend, Johnnie Keats, whom Came begged per- 
mission to present to Miss Lane. The Californians sat 
down opposite T^phany. She soon discovered that Mr. 
Keats played the part of Boswell to Came's Johnson. 
Although he was older than Carne, he had been at the 
Berkeley University with him. Short, stout, freckled 
and prematurely bald, he had, notwithstanding, the 
attractiveness of a happy and contented temperament. 

"Do you paint, too?" asked Tephany. 

"I spoil a lot of canvas," replied Mr. Keats. "So 
far the happiest and most successful incident in my art 
career has been the buying of a splendid outfit I have 
the daisiest umbrella that ever came to Pont-Aven. Carne, 
of course, is a genius, you know." He spoke seriously. 

"Pooh!" said Came. 

"You are," affirmed the Satellite. "As for me, I'm 
keen, and I like my own work, which is lucky, because 
nobody else does," 

He laughed pleasantly, adding that a painter's life 
was a "bully" one^ if he had independent means. Mr. 
Keats used strong Western slang very freely, so Tephany 
noted. 

Then, in her turri, she told the Californians some 
anecdotes conpeming Yvonne's anciens. One, a terrible 
dauber, and quite impecunious, had captured an enor- 
mously .wealthy heiress; another, who had never learned 
to draw properly, now painted portraits of popes and 
emperors. 

"That's the best thing here." Came indicated 
Ossory's panel. 

77te Face of Clay. 5 
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"Michael Ossory painted it," said T^phany. Then 
she added curtly: "I met him last night; I'm going to 
see his studio to-day." 

"It's a corker, that panel," declared Mr. Keats. 

By this time the room was half full, and buzzing 
pleasantly. The doctrine of work proclaimed itself, 
not aggressively as in Anglo-Saxon countries, but melodi- 
ously insistent Outside the peasants were assembling 
for the weekly market, driving before them the black 
and white milch cows and their calves, or spreading 
fruit and vegetables upon rough boards. Presently 
Came and Keats and Tephany walked amongst them, 
talking and laughing. About the booths women were 
chattering loudly, examining humble wares with keen 
eyes and restless fingers, commending those they had 
no intention of buying, depreciating what they coveted. 
Among the peasants were half a score of old friends. 
With these, much to Game's surprise, Tephany ex- 
changed Breton phrases. 

"Why, you talk Breton, Miss Lane." 

"I am Bretonne," she answered. "Here, at this 
very moment, I am Bretonne, Bretonnante." 

"I should like to see you in the costume," said 
Johnnie Keats. 

"So you shall," she replied. Then, in a graver 
voice, she added: "I must leave you now." 

Mr. Keats expressed disappointment "Say, Miss 
Lane, I sha'nt forget this morning in a hurry. What 
you don't know about these people isn't worth knowing. 
You'll pick this up again where we leave it, eh?" 

He indicated the Arcadian crowd. Tephany had 
been talking with a sympathy and feeling which, apart 
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from her success as a singer, made her welcome in 
many and divers places. 

"Why, yes," T^hany replied, smiling. "But," she 
sighed, "it's not easy, is it? to pick up anything or 
anybody just where you leave it" 

"It's the same market -every week," replied Came. 

"Oh, Pont-Aven doesn't change," said T^phany. 

She nodded gaily, and walked on alone, across the 
bridge, past the church, and up the old Concameau 
Road. Michael's quarters were in an ancient farmhouse 
near the crest of the hill. T^phany passed through a 
gate and approached a grove of walnut-trees which half 
concealed the house. To her left the ground sloped 
pleasantly towards the river. The quiet aloofness of 
the spot struck T^phany at once. Beneath the trees, 
ferns and moss and turf grew vividly green; here and 
there huge, grey, Hchen-covered rocks gave to the grove 
character and a certain mystery. As a child Tephany 
had listened, open-eyed, to marrow-thrilling legends of 
mortals changed into monstrous boulders. Michael had 
had a score of such stories at his tongue's tip. Tephany 
glanced at the town below, at the river, at the moor- 
land beyond; then she passed through an archway into 
a courtyard wherein was a stone well. A farmer and 
his wife occupied the lower half of the house, and their 
little children were playing near the well Just inside 
the door, at the foot of a winding stone staircase, stood 
Michael. 

"Mind your head," said he^ not offering to shake 
hands, and leading the way upstairs. 

"Afid you mind your manners," she retorted, trying 
to speak with the lightness of other days. 

5* 
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He pulled off his cap, shamefacedly, growling out 
apologies. T^phany laughed, for the spirit of the market- 
place still possesssed her. 

"I'm only joking, Michael." 

"Here's where I live, Tephany." 

He accented ironically the word "live." It might 
be assumed that elsewhere Michael existed in a merely 
vegetable way. T^phany looked about her with keen 
interest The studio, of a pale grey in tone, with a 
ceiling slightly darker than the walls, was surprisingly 
large and well proportioned. An old oak dresser, with 
the date 1624 carved on it, displayed some curious 
figures of Breton faience, rudely modelled, coarsely 
painted, and yet informed with a simple, primitive grace 
and charm; upon the walls were innumerable charcoal 
sketches, names, scraps of verse, the memorials of pre- 
vious tenants, some of them executed with amazing 
spirit and cleverness; in a comer, near the fireplace, 
stood a sofa and a bookcase full of books. T^phan/s 
quick eye noted that the pens on the writing-table were 
rusted and broken; the ink had dried up in its pot; 
obviously Michael wrote no letters. 

"Ah!" 

The exclamation fell sharply from T^phany's lips. 
Upon an easel in the centre of the room was the study 
of a woman, admirable in tone, technique, and breadth 
of treatment 

"You remember that?" said Michael. 

"Remember it?" 

"Yes; I painted it years ago." 

"Why, so you did. Yes, I do remember it" 

Ossory laughed. 
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"I keep it to show some idiots what I can do, if I 
try. Gerdme liked that" 

"I should think he did. It's magnificent" 

Michael turned aside to pull out a bundle of canvases. 

"These are sketches, nothing more. I expect you 
to be disgusted. Perhaps you will see passages: a bit 
of colour here and there " 

Muttering to himself he untied the string, and sub- 
mitted the first sketch. 

"I go for colour," Michael explained. 

"You used to say that art was the expression of in- 
dividuality." 

"Fancy your remembering that! I talked a lot of 
rot, but this is the expression of failure." 

"Some of it is wonderful." 

"You think Pm an impressionist?" 

"Father used to say you were such a stickler for 
the truth." 

"Truth? Truth?" He laughed harshly. "Honest 
work? That means staring at a thing till you're dazed 
and colour-blind. That means," he grew excited, wav- 
ing his thin hands, "seeing the outside, the mere rind, 
and letting the great thing escape." 

"Not necessarily." 

"I speak for myself. I paint to please myself. I 
sell nothing. I've enough to live on. I won't show you 
any more of my stuff. I never do show it" 

"I want to see everything," said T^phany eagerly. 
"And if you think I'm going to condemn your methods 
because I don't quite understand them, you do me an 
injustice. Few have the courage to be pioneers. You 
are an honest artist, Michael." 
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But as she spoke she looked at the painter's face, 
not at his picture. Certainly Michael had great qualities. 
He made no concessions, flouted compromise, and he 
had something of the air of a martyr. How thin and 
worn he was, poor fellow! 

"You'll like this better, T^hany." He pulled out 
another canvas. 

"Yes, yes; I do, I do." 

The second sketch was a study of wind meeting 
tide. Half of the canvas was scraped out: a mere blur 
of dirty colour, but a great wave, with all the force of 
the Atlantic behind it, rushed roaring — one could almost 
hear the roar^ — against its furious enemy, a north-west 
gale. The wind, one could see, rent the top of the 
wave in twain and whirled it skyward in columns of 
spray, but the mighty volume of water rolled on, irre- 
sistible, omnipotent The impact of these two tremendous 
forces had been transferred to the canvas by the hand 
of genius. 

"I've seen that," said Michael, "ten thousand times, 
and I painted it here upon a sunny midsummer's morn- 
ing." 

He whipped it from the easel, deaf to T^phany's 
protest, and substituted another bit in startling contrast. 
Upon a stretch of sand a wavelet was breaking. Michael 
repeated de Musset's delightful lines: 

Ot la mer vient mourir 
Sur la plage endormie. 

The heavy languorous atmosphere, the calm after 
the storm, the ineffable peace of the picture, were sooth- 
ing as a lullaby; but out of the placid surface of the sea 
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bristled three splintered masts; upon the soft, golden 
sands lay wreckage and a corpse. 

Tephany thought of the Ankou, whose grisly shadow 
dwelt in Michael's eyes. 

"And I painted that, my dear Tephany, when a gale 
was raging," 

She saw that half of the canvas was cruelly hacked 
by a palette knife. 

^'This might have been a great picture, Michael. It 
is a great picture." 

The painter frowned, snatching it, as before, from 
the easel. Then he showed other sketches, more or less 
mutilated, as if the man had worked in futile rage 
against abysmal differences between promise and per- 
formance. T6phany noted with surprise that all were 
seascapes. 

"Don't you paint the figure?" she asked. 

"A male model or two, now and then." 

"Now and then?" 

"Just to keep my hand ia" 

He had sat down, and was filling a pipe. The 
keenness had died put of his face. Tephany saw other 
canvases leaning face against the wall. 

"May I look at those?" 

"If you like." 

She turned them over, one by one. The expression 
of curiosity upon her delicate face deepened. Here, in 
Finist^re, where the women were such ravishing subjects, 
Michael Ossory chose to paint men only. Tephany was 
about to ask the reason of this singular abstention, when 
she happened to find a last canvas, half hidden behind 
a big chest. She glanced at it, raised her brows, and 
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turned to Michael, who had closed his eyes; he might 
be asleep. From his pipe, which he held loosely in his 
hand, a spiral of blue smoke ascended. T^hany set 
the canvas upon the easel and examined it attentively. 

In a courtyard, cool and grey, stood a young girl in 
a coif not familiar to T^phany. She wore the plain 
black dress with velvet bands of the peasant, and a 
filmy lace apron. One hand rested upon a granite 
water-trough, the other upon her hips. The whole was 
a study in half-tones so subtly blended, so cunningly 
manipulated, that the primary colours — the yellow of 
the girl's hair, the red of her lips, the blue of her eyes 
— seemed to shine through them, as a rainbow may 
shine through a thick mist The child was a child of 
the sun, lingering for a few minutes in the shade. 
These points, however, revealed themselves later. At 
the first glance T^phany could see nothing save the 
extraordinary delicacy and grace of the child's face. 
The pose of the head upon the slender throat, the ex- 
quisite modelling of the cheeks, the perfection of pro- 
portion, drew from her an exclamation of astonishment 
At once Michael jumped to his feet Then, seeing the 
canvas on the easel, an expression of surprise, anger, 
and suffering distorted his fkce. In a cold voice hg 
demanded: "Where did you find that?" 

"Behind the chest" 

"Not in it?" Without appearing to wait for T6- 
phany's "No" he crossed the room, and tried the lid 
of the chest It remained fast, seemingly locked. 

"I beg your pardon," said Tephany gravely. 

Michael's face cleared. He approached the eaisel. 
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and stared at the picture. Then he asked abruptly: 
"Now you have seen it, what do you make of it?" 

"Is it painted from life?" 

"No. As a matter of fact, it is more or less faked." 

"Faked? I can't believe that If you were any- 
body else, Michael, I'd entreat you to exhibit it" 

"What do you make of it?" 

Anxiety lent to the question significance. 

"I say it's magnificent But the child? Did she 
come to you in your dreams?" 

"Yes, in my dreams. Now, tell me" — his voice 
became very insistent — "is there happiness in that face?" 

Tephany hesitated. 

"Why, yes," she said presently. "Well, I am not 
sure. The shadows have touched her; she's in shadow, 

and I don't seem to see her quite plainly; not yet " 

she peered into the picture. "Happiness, you say? 
She has been happy, but " 

"Go on " 

"She looks out of the shadow '* 

"Into the sun? " 

"I don't know; I " 

"Speak out, candidly!" 

"She looks into deeper shadow. Yes, I'm sure of 
that Oh, ifs terribly sad, this face. You present 
pathos. Michael, it's the most pathetic thing I ever 
saw-" 

"The light is bad," said Michael. 

He pulled up a blind and altered the position of 
the easel. 

"There, that's better. Look again!" 

Tephany looked. 
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"I declare the expression has changed," she said, 
after a long pause. "I seem to detect a smile." 

"What sort of smile?" 

"It is derisive." 

"What? A child's smile — derisive?" 

"My dear old Michael, the derision in a child's 
smile is the most amazing thing in the world. And 
you've painted it" 

"No, no; it's not derision." 

"It may be wonder. If this child lived — if she grew 
up " 

She paused. Michael had turned his back, and was 
looking out of the window. T^phany divined that he 
was profoundly moved; in pain possibly. She divined 
also that he wished her to go, to go — and to come 
back. Obe)ring this instinct, she moved to the door. 

"When may I come to see you again?" she asked, 
pausing on the threshold of the studio. 

"Come to-morrow, same time." His voice was harsh 
and strained. ''I shall have something to show you, 
something I wish you to see." 

T6phany descended the rickety stairs, and plunged 
with relief into the sunshine of the street below. 

Once outside she breathed more freely, marshalling 
her unruly thoughts into something which at least ap* 
proximated to order. Michael, she decided, was in 
straits, whirling to what? His nights — he said — were 
never good. 

Ascending the stairs which led to her room she met 
Yvonne, who stopped for a word. 

"Ah, my child," said she, shaking her capable fore- 
finger, "it is time indeed you came back here. You 
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are thin — much too thin; but I, mark you, am going to 
put on sound flesh." 

"I saw Michael Ossory this morning and last night" 

She beckoned the woman who had befriended both 
Michael and herself into her room. 

"What is the matter with him?" she asked. 

Yvonne shrugged her shoulders. 

"He looks horribly unhappy. And there is some- 
thing on his mind. One might help him, if one had a 
hint " 

Yvonne's face became wooden. Then she said 
sharply: "My child, I do not meddle with what does 
not concern me." 

"There never was a woman like you, Yvonne. All 
the same, tell me this — I'm not a sieve, you know: Did 
he ever paint a child, a girl, in what used to be the old 
courtyard behind this house?" 

"Eh?" 

T^phany repeated her question, adding: "I re- 
cognised the courtyard at once, and I should have re- 
cognised the child's face, had I ever seen it" 

"What was the child like?" 

T^hany began to describe it; then, foundering in a 
sea of vague adjectives, she clutched at a piece of paper 
and a pencil. 

"There, there," said she, "that will give you a faint 
idea, eh?" 

Yvonne's face softened, then it became rigid, as she 
returned the sketch. 

"I never saw that child in my life." 

"Nor in your dreams?" T^phany hazarded, remem- 
bering Michael's words. 
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Yvonne flushed scarlet as she said angrily: "I have 
given you good advice in the past The less you see 
of Monsieur Ossory the better." 

She bustled out of the room, frowning and growling 
to herself. 

"One thing is certain," Tephany reflected. "Michael 
has offended Yvonne. She hates him; I saw hate in 
her kind eyes; and there was a time when she would 
have cut off her hand to do him a service." Then she 
remembered the sudden flush. "Good gracious!" she 
muttered, "the face of that child has come to Yvonne 
in her dreams." 



CHAPTER V. 

THE MASK. 

J'entendis le rossignol de nuit 
Chanter le chant du Paradis! 

After another delightful afternoon spent in ram- 
bling amongst old haunts, Tephany slept as soundly as 
before; but her sleep was not dreamless. The face in 
the picture came to her- — as she had felt that it had 
come to Yvonne — with the strange smile curving the 
lips that shone red out of the shadows. The dream was 
singularly vivid, but not disagreeable. The child, it is 
true, eluded her, played hide-and-seek with fancy, lur- 
ing her on to follow and then fading, vanishing 

Upon one of these occasions, even as Tephany grasped 
the shadow, a strain of music floated to her ears, and a 
voice, the voice of the child (she never doubted that), 
sang sweetly and clearly three verses of a song. When 
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she awoke, Tdphany could remember nothing save the 
sweetness and clearness of the child's voice. In a dream 
these crystalline notes had filled her with delight; awake, 
the pleasure lingered, suffusing itself genially, like the 
glow which succeeds a fine sunset. 

"In my dream,** said T^phany, "she was calling me.** 

When she presented herself at the studio, Michael 
opened the door. From his appearance it was quite 
evident that he had passed a wretched night. The sun 
fell upon a haggard face, dishevelled hair, and tired eyes. 

"You are late.*' 

"It is just ten," said T^phany gravely. 

"Well, come in, come in." 

The irritation in his voice, the restless hands, the 
weary eyes, deeply impressed T^phany. Michael crossed 
the studio and disappeared into a small room beyond, 
a sleeping-chamber. Tephany felt an absurd wish to 
run away. She wanted to see the sun, to feel the strong 
west wind upon her cheek, to hear the familiar chatter 
of the street ... 

Michael came back, carr5dng something white. At 
once his face reminded Tephany of another face. A 
scene took form out of the shadows of memory. She 
beheld the aisle of a great Gothic cathedral; tfie aisle 
and little else save the twinkling lights of the high altar 
beyond; for it was night The huge pillars soared into 
mysterious darkness, out of which floated the notes of 
an organ. Far away the choir chanted a Latin hymn: 
a solemn invocation. Presently, out of the darkness, 
light drew near and nearer: a procession of priests and 
acol)rtes bearing tapers. Last of all came the arch- 
priest | carrying a crucifix in his hands. The crucifix 
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contained a precious and holy relic. Upon this tite 
gaze of the man who bore it was fixed in an expres- 
sion so rapt that Tephany had felt impelled to turn 
aside her eyes. 

And now, in the cool grey shadows of the studio, 
Tephany saw the same concentrated expression upon the 
face of her old friend. 

"Take it!" 

Tephany held out her hands to receive a plaster mask. 

"Why — why — this" — she examined it attentively — - 
"this is the child grown into a woman. What a lovely 
creature!" 

"Ah, you see it, the beauty, the perfection of form^ 
Well, what else do you see?" 

"You must give me time." 

Tephany stared at the mask, while Michael gnawed 
his moustache. 

"There's a look of La Gioconda" 

"Ah! you have recognised that Tm glad I asked 
you to come. If you see that " he broke off ab- 
ruptly, and then continued: "Turn it very slowly, so that 
the light falls on the left side of the mouth. There, 
there! Now she looks different, eh?" 

Such anxiety underlay the sharp **eh" that Tephany 
hesitated before she replied slowly: "I don't see La Gi(h 
conda now." 

"The smile is still there?" 

"Yes, but it's the smile of the child — a derisive smile," 

Michael made no reply. T^hany, glancing keenly 
at him, said interrogatively: "She is a girl?" As Michael 
said nothing, she continued, speaking half to herself: 
"One cannot niistake those contours, and the plaster 
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always shows the lines, unless— -I take it for granted this 
is an original mask, taken from — yes, I am sure of that 
•—taken from a living face." 

"You are sure of that?" 

"No; not quite sure; one would like to know. Where 
did you get it?" 

"In Paris," Michael answered curtly; then he added, 
in an indifferent tone: "After all, if you have seen La 
Gioconda, you have seen what I wanted you to see. I 
am satisfied. You had better bid me good-bye." 

"Good-bye?" 

"I cannot give you my confidence, Tephany. It 
would be well for me if I could." 

He spoke so sadly that Tephany felt her curiosity 
oozing from her, leaving behind the desire to befriend 
and comfort an unfortunate fellow-creature. Her voice 
had a warmer tone as she murmured: "I do not ask for 
your confidence. Give me as much or as little of it as 
you please. But if I can help you in any way, let me 
do so." She paused; then she touched Ossory's shoulder, 
and, with something of her old expansiveness and sym- 
pathy, burst out: "You want a friend, Michael; take me." 

*^ Without explanations?" 

^'Certainly." 

Michael hesitated. 

"Pm sure you want a friend," Tephany repeated. 

"Want a friend? My God!" He controlled himself 
with a tremendous effort. "Yes, I want a friend," he 
repeated quietly. "Why, the mere sight of one, after 

these years " He added almost in a whisper: "I 

had n^ade up my- mind not to speak. Yesterday, in the 
chapel at Tr^malo " 
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"You — you were in the chapel?" 

"Yes; I saw you and recognised you. Well, I accept 
your offer of friendship, Tephany. While you are here 
— you will be leaving in a few days, I suppose?" She 
made no answer, and he continued: "While you are 
here, think of me kindly, and come to see me sometimes." 

She held out her hand, which he gripped. As she 
lefl the studio, the last thing she saw was Michael stand- 
ing with his profile sharply defined against the grey wall, 
staring at the mask. 

Next day Mary Machin arrived. With her came an 
air, an atmosphere, of comfortable English conventionality 
which Tephany inhaled greedily. Mary, however, was 
not quite so enthusiastic about Pont-Aven as she might 
have been. When Tephany led her into the Bois d' Amour 
and said, "There! isn't it perfectly beautiful?" Machie 
stuck out a dubious under lip. She had seen prettier 
spots in England and Wales. And the Brittany land- 
scape was — well — disappointing. The best parts of it, 
for instance, reminded her of Scotland with the tops of 
the hills sliced off. 

"I should like to pinch you, Machie," said Tephany 
viciously. 

"My dear" — Machie snuled pleasantly — "I know that 
thi§ is the loveliest spot in all the world to you. Why, 
I used to think St George's Road, where we lived when 
I was a child, the finest street in London." Then, with 
a change of voice and manner, she murmured, "I sup* 
pose you have heard nothing of Mr. Ossory? " 

Her soft blue eyes met Tephan/s with a deprecat* 
ing interrogation. 
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"Michael Ossory is living here," T6phany replied. 

«0h!'* 

*'He has changed a great deal; in fact, I did not 
recognise him." 

"T^phany!" 

"Changed in every way," said T^phany, almost with 
violence. As Machie slipped her hand into hers, she 
added quietly: "It was not money; he appears to be 
fairly well off: a woman came between us." 

"Oh!" said Machie again. "Has there been an 
illumination?" 

"A few sparks; but now, Machie, the flame is out, 
quite out, you understand. We have met, and we shall 
go on meeting, as friends." 

"You have told him of your success as a singer?" 

"Not a word. How could I? As an artist he has 
failed." 

T^phany closed her lips resolutely as Machie leaned 
towards her and kissed her in silence. 

A couple of days passed without incident Carne 
and his friend Keats made themselves agreeable after 
the easy and free fashion of Bohemians, and certain ex- 
peditions to "Pardons" were planned. 

"I had no idea there was so much to do and see 
Jhere," Mary declared. 

"To see?" T^phany smiled. "Ah, well, Machie, the 
things really worth seeing in Brittany are not easy to 
see. It takes years to see them," 

"And some of them I don't want to see," Mary de- 
clared with emphasis. "Last night, when you were 
writing, those Americans told me ghost stories. Posi- 
tively, I was frightened out of my life when I went to 

Tke Face -of Clay^ ^ 
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bed. Mr. Came says that Fantec, the porter, saW his 
dead wife regularly every night for a week." 

"Fantec is too fond of cognac." 

"Perhaps he was driven to the abuse of it," said 
Mary solemnly. "My dear, I must tell you his story. 
Perhaps you know it?" 

T^phany shook her head. It seemed that Fantec 
had lost, some six months previously, a young and 
pretty wife. Upon her death-bed she had made her 
ihusband promise to bury with her the clothes she had 
worn upon her wedding-day — a not uncommon request 
Such clothes are beautifully fashioned, particularly the 
aprons, which descend as heirlooms from mother to 
daughter. Fantec's wife owned such an apron, a gos- 
samer cambric affair, exquisitely embroidered with silk. 
Fantec could not bring himself to sacrifice this valuable 
garment Accordingly, he substituted an inferior apron. 
That night the spirit of his wife stood beside his bed, 
and pointed a menacing finger at the ancient oak armoire 
where the apron lay hid. Fantec endured these visita- 
tions for a week; then, crazy with terror, he obtained 
leave from the authorities to exhume the coffin. The 
apron was placed. in it The spirit ceased to visit hina. 

Mary sighed as she finished her story. "The worst 
of it is," she added, "that I think the whole thing rubbish, 
and yet here, somehow, one is impressed by it" 

"You have felt that?" Tephany murmured. 

Mary blushed. "My dear," she whispered, "I was 
so absurdly impressed by it that I— fool that I am — 
asked Fantec this morning if the story were true. He 
confirmed every word of it, most solemnly, and showed 
me the chest where he had hidden the apron. He also 
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confided to" me — ^this is between ourselves^that he is 
80 frightened of being alone at night that he is going to 
marry again." 

"Oh, Machie!** said T^phany, "I am glad I brought 
you here. Whenever I feel nervous I shall ask you to 
tell me about Fantec," 

That afternoon, while Mary was sketching one of the 
mills below the bridge, T^phany climbed once more the 
stairs leading to Michael's studio. He was painting 
furiously, working without brushes, using a couple of 
palette knives. .He jumped up at the sight of his visitor. 

"I thought you had chucked me," he said, 

"Perhaps I wanted to let you cool down," she sug- 
gested. 

He begaii to talk of his work, with an animation 
and fluency which reminded T^hany of the old da)rsi 
Presently, wishing to amuse him, she told him about 
Mary Machin and Fantec. When she ended with a gay 
laugh, he growled out: 

"Perhaps she did come back." Then, without notic- 
ing her raised eyebrows, he added: "For that matter, I 
have had experiences, more than one. There was the 
case of Harbottle. He waS at G6r6me's with me, my 
intimate friend. We shared the same rooms. One 
summer Harbottle went to Norway, and I to Gretz. I 
give you my word that I was painting hard, not thinkt 
ing of my friend. But I woke in the middle of the 
night and saw his face." 

^*Yes," said T^phany, thrilled more by the narrator's 
manner than by his words. 

"I saw his face distinctly.. It was — hideous. Swollen, 

6* 
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discoloured, with ejected eyes and protruding tongue* 
Next morning I told myself that I had been tormented 
by a nightmare. The fact remains that, four da)rs be- 
fore I saw the vision, my poor friend met his death by 
drowning, and at the moment, approximately^ when his 
face was seen by me, the body was found in a fiord by 
the search party. , , ." 

T^phany said nothing; Michael concluded harshly, 
imperiously, as if he wished to impose his beliefs on his 
companion: 

"I say that the dead are continually about us. More, 
their presence affects us for good or ill. They inspire 
great thoughts, great deeds sometimes, and sometimes, 
T^phany, they inspire crime." 

"Michael, you oughtn't to think of these things. Pm 

sorry I told you about Fantec, I " She ceased 

speaking, for Michael was not listening. He had hurried 
into the inner room, and returned with the mask in his 
hand. 

"Forgive me," he muttered. "You know that I have 
always been the bond slave of my impulses. The other 
day you saw derision in this face; now I want you to 
examine it in different lights. Sit where you are. Now 
- — now — what do you see?" 

His anxiety struck T6phany as being pathetic She 
remained silent, gazing at the white plaster, no longer 
quite white, she noticed: slightly yellow, as plaster be- 
comes when exposed to the air and sunshine. T^phany 
jumped to the conclusion that the cast had been taken 
many years before. The girl, if she were still alive, 
must now be a woman; and if she were dead 

Michael's voice interrupted her thoughts, "I'm glad 



THE MASK. 85 

you*re taking time to answer my question. I want you 
to take time. As a favour to me, interpret, if you can, 
that expression." 

T^phany. blinked and rubbed her eyes. The mask, 
as she now saw it, appeared radiant This, of course, 
was an effect of light and shadow. Without speaking, 
she rose and stared at the face from half a dozen dif- 
ferent points of view. 

"It's wonderful," she exclaimed. 

"I will tell you this," he said abruptly. "The girl 
^om whose face this was taken is dead." 

"Poor thing!" T^phany murmured. 

"Why do you say that?" He was becoming excited. 
"Why do you say that, T^phany? It may be better 
for her that she is dead. She died young." He 
hesitated, struggling, evidently, between a passionate 
desire to speak and a reserve which he deemed inviolate. 
Finally, the words broke from him, "It is a death mask, 
Tephany. Do you understand?" 

"Oh! I could not have believed it possible, be- 
cause " 

"Yes, yes-r- — " 

"Because even the plaster seems tp be alive. The 
expression has changed again and again in the last two 
minutes. What do I see?" His excitement, so con- 
tagious, so overpowering, communicated itself to her. "I 
see a sadness wh^ch clutches at the heart She must 
have suffered — cruelly — Michael!** 

The suffering she spoke of seemed to have transferred 
itself from the face of the dead girl to the living man. 
Tephany was sensible that she had plunged a knife into 
the heart of her old comrade. So distressing was this 
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conviction that she dropped back into her chair, quiver- 
ing with pity and dismay. Michael's face hardened. 

"You have intuitions," he said slowly. "I knew it" 

**But I wouldn't hurt you for the world." 

"You have not changed, T^phany." 

The blood rushed to her throat and cheeks. She 
felt the warm tide mounting to her head, choking and 
strangling her. He had loved her once; and she had 
loved him. But he had changed; and so had she. The 
blood ebbed again. Michael, at all events, had not 
perceived her confusion, for he had turned his back 
At the moment he seemed to be busily engaged in 
criticising his unfinished sketch, as if he were trying to 
fetter a rebellious mind to the pigments on the canvas. 
When he turned round he had become cool and calm. 
T^phany attempted to salve the wound she had made. 

"I spoke of sadness and suffering, Michael; but 
from here, where the light is best — and— and — plays 
least tricks — I affirm, yes, affirm — positively" — she spoke 
deliberately, picking her words ^s a traveller may pick 
the stepping-stones in a raging torrent whereon he siets 
his feet — "that joy dominates the anguish. Oh, yes, it 
is unmistakable. At this moment the face glows with 
peace, patience, one might almost say triumph." 

At each word the man, steadfastly regarding her, 
seemed to grow younger and happier. The change 
was so startling as to be uncanny. Again T^phany 
asked herself the inevitable question! "What was this 
girl to Michael?" 

"Thank you," he said quietly. Then, lifting the mask 
very tenderly, he carried it back into his bedroom. 

When he returned he displayed an interest, for the 
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first time since they had met on the quay, in the change 
which the years had wrought in her. 

"You are no longer the ugly duckling," he said. 
^'And the fine bird wears fine feathers. Has Miss Lane 
been left a fortune? Tephany of Pont-Aven was 
poor." 

"I have enough for my wants," she replied in- 
differently. Desiring to tell him everything, she was^ 
sensible that a recital of triumph would destroy the frail 
thread which still held them together. I^et him suppose 
that she had inherited rather than earned the where- 
withal to buy pretty frocks and hats. He began to 
talk, rather disconnectedly, of Ufe in England as it is 
Kved in the country by people of moderate means. T6phany 
had heard him hold forth on this subject before. She 
smiled to notice how little his views had changed. 

"I complain of the stupidity of the men and women,**^ 
he said. "As for the men, I suppose it's a physiological 
fact that the blood which ought to nourish the cells of 
the brain is used up in digesting their enormous meals. 

I thought of living again in England after " He 

hesitated, stammered slightly, and began another sentence. 
"I t-tried it for a time, but I had to come back here. 
But I go away in the summer. A month from now Pont- 
Aven will be overrun by trippers. Throw a stone out of 
this window and you will hit not a Breton, but a Briton." 

"Did you try living in London?" 

"London? Bah! I can't breathe in London. The 
struggle, the ignominious struggle for existence, chokes 
me. The ugly, unhealthy faces torment me. The failures 
are whining; the few successful ones grin superciliously. 
Oh, those. successful ones! What a fool I am to talk 
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like this! You are saying: He has failed; he is whin-* 
ing; he envies those he abuses." 

"No, no," said T^phany gently. 

"I might have succeeded," Michael continued; "it is 
my own fault — remember that — my own fault that I am 
obscure. But if I had succeeded, if I were rich, I think 
I should live here in Brittany, because I love the place 
and the people. And even now, to-day, after what I 
have suflfered and gone through, I can get more pleasure 
out of a bit of colour, out of one glimpse of a curling 
emerald wave before it breaks into foam, than I could 
find in all the cities of the world." 

He became silent, compressing his lips. Tdphany, 
realising that the man was actually suffering from the 
silence he had so long imposed upon himself, said quietly : 

"In the old days you raved about form, Michael; 
now it's colour." 

He snapped at her bait, and spoke most interestingly 
of colour and curious effects obtained by the use of 
certain pigments. It became evident that he had studied 
his subject exhaustively, experimenting with patience 
^d ardour. Listening to him, conscious that the man 
had sacrificed, or at least had subordinated, personal 
ambitions to his desire for a wider and deeper under- 
Standing of his art, Tephany felt an immense pity flood- 
ing her heart Very dimly she apprehended the truth 
that her old friend stood self-revealed as one of the very 
few who dare, knowingly, to abandon what the world 
calls substance for something ideal, ephemeral, to be 
seen, to be touched, but never to be captured. 

"As for form," concluded Michael, "to you, Tephany, 
I will say this: I pursued it till it became niy slave. I 
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can draw anything I can see, but the colour in the 
simplest object defeats me." 

"You succeed sometimes/* she objected. "That 
child in the courtyard, for instance " 

"Oh— that?" 

Her curiosity, rapidly becoming inordinate, impelled 
her to mention the chilc!^ through whom she might leard 
more of the girl, the woman. 

"Yes — that It is the best thing I have seen of 
yours: one of the best things I have ever seen anywhere." 

He drew in his breath with a sharp, gasping sound 

"If you had known — well, yes, you are right But 
I thought I told you it was not painted from life. I 
painted it from memory." 

"Your memory is strong." 

"Strong?" He echoed the word fiercely. "Yes, 
you may call it that" 

"May I look at it again?" 

Growling something she could not quite understand, 
Michael pulled out the canvas and set it on the easel. 

"This is the face of the mask?" 

She had put the question before, but it will be re* 
membered that Ossory had not answered it 

"I painted an imaginary child from the cast" 

"I have never seen that coif." 

She flushed slightly, expecting a scathing rebuke. 

"It is a Vannetais coif," said Michael 

"I saw the child last night," said T^phany. 

"What? You saw her?" 

"In a dream." 

"Well, tell me about your dream. A good many 
people believe in the reality of the dream-life, in the 
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wandering of the disembodied spirit Why, I myself — • 
tell me about your dream." 

"The girl played hide-and-seek with me, luring me 
on to follow her, as if she wished to get me alone." 

"Go on!" 

"Finally, I lost her; but I heard her singing. That, 
Michael, was the most vivid part of the dream. I heard 
her song most distinctly — so distinctly, in fact, that I 

think I " 

' "Well?" 

"I think I could hum it" 

"I wish you'd try. I have a reason." 

She hummed the air of the song, wondering whether 
the beauty of her voice would appeal to him. But the 
first bars of it had hardly passed her lips before he 
held up his hands with an ungovernable gesture of as- 
tonishment 

"Great heavens! you heard that? Is it possible?" 

T6phany stopped singing. With a tiny shrug of her 
shoulder and a droop of her lips, which signified dis- 
appointment and a sense that she had befooled herself, 
she said contritely: "Michael, you must forgive me. I 
played a trick on you. I did hear that song in my 
dream,' and most vividly, but I heard it first from you." 

"From me?" He stared at her stupidly. 

."Yes. After you left me that first night, you whistled 
the air, which struck me as something totally unlike any- 
thing I had heard before." 

"I see. It's a folk-song frona the Morbihan country. 
The Vannetais women sing it" 

He spoke quickly and with assumed carelessness, as 
if he were trying to obliterate what had gone before^ 
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T^phany' swooped iipon the truth, which had leaked 
from his too eager lips. So then, some girl, some 
woman, who had played a stupendous part in the drama 
of Michael's life, had come from Le. Morbihan, possibly 
from Vanne& Yet the cast came from Paris. Her eyes 
sparkled. 

"The Vannetais women? You know, Michael, that 
my mothei" came from Vannes. And I have planned an 
expedition there, to find out, if I can, more about her." 

She saw that he was eyeing her furtively, with a 
distrust which hurti In an instaiit she fathomed his 
thought He knew that he had betrayed a part of his 
secret And the proposed visit to Vannes — which, in- 
deed, Mary Machin and she had determined to pay — 
troubled him, nay, more, alarmed him. Then the ex- 
pression, so curiously compounded of annoyance and 
apprehension, faded as he said lightly: "Vannes is a 
dear old place, but veiy, very unfragrant And, after 
aU these years, do you think it likely that you will find 
out more than you know already?" 

T^phany reahsed that he had set his strong will 
against . the proposed visit Instantly she defied his 
power, rising in arms, against his lack of confidence in 
her, against this deliberate attempt to block her path«; 
But she answered, as carelessly as he: 

"Probably not" Then some imp constrained her ta 
add: "But one never knows. Searching for one thing I 
may find another." 

She let her eyes meet his frankly, as if she wished 
to warn him that his desire to thwart her had quickened 
a desire as potent, on her part, to oppose him. 

"True," he repUed harshly. "But before now, simple 
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people hunting for a needle in a bundle of hay have 
laid hands upon a viper." 

''How am I to take that, Michael?" 

''As you please. I will make my meaning plainer^ 
if you like. Your mother, whom you can scarcely re- 
member, is of the past If you are wise, T^phany, you 
will leave the past alone, particularly" — his voice was 
threatening — "particularly the past of others." 

CHAPTER VI. 

FERE NARCISSE. 

Si je rejoins Jean-Pierre 
Au dernier rendez-vous, 
En me mettant en bi^re 
N'enfoncez pas de clous; 
Car ma pauvre fime en peine 
Rcviendra parmi vous. 

Tephany left the studio convinced that Michael loved 
her no longer. But when she tried to analyse her own 
feelings, she confronted vague, impalpable subtleties 
which defied intelligence. She knew, now, that she had 
remained faithful to the Michael of her youth. Even 
after her letters were unanswered, during that miserable 
season when she told herself that he had abandoned 
her, she still cherished the hope that he would come 
back, that he would write to explain, that, in the end, 
it would be well with both of them. And during the 
years that followed, those laborious years when she was 
concentrating all energies upon her training as a singer, 
she thought continually of Michael and herself as two 
bodies whirled asunder by some mysterious force, but 
destined to come together again in obedience, perhaps, 
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to tlie same inscrutable power. This cherished convic- 
tion stood between her and the many men who had 
desired to marry her; this and one other thing potent 
to keep a woman bound to the memory of a lover 
'who has forsaken her. Of the men aforesaid, none was 
to be compared with Michael in mind or body. Henry 
Lane had remarked once that if Ossory had not been 
a painter, he must have proved a poet G6r6me, to 
whom Lane was speaking at the time, replied, with 
greater insight into his favourite pupil's character and 
temperament: "My dear fellow, if our friend were not a 
poet, he would not paint as he does.'* Looking back, 
T^phany saw clearly that Michael, as poet and painter, 
had won her heart. Now another Michael, a different 
man, was challenging her sympathy, her pity, her friend- 
ship, but not her love. 

Dominating these reflections, or shall we say rather 
percolating through them, was the further conviction 
that an identity between the old and new Michael could 
not be established. She had caught, it is true, glimpses 
of the strong, ardent youth who had picked her up in 
his arms and strained her to his breast; but these 
glimpses had but served to increase rather than diminish 
the size of the gulf which yawned between them. 

She had moments, too, when she whispered to her- 
self that it would be wise to return to Daffodil Man- 
sions. Yvonne had warned her, Michael had warned 
her, to leave the past alone. But some spirit within 
bade her remain. A fellow-creature was drowning in 
front of her eyes. Prudence, experience, modesty in 
*her own powers, and a score of less obvious considera- 
tions told her that she might lose her life in attempting 
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to save 'his; add yet it seemed to be predestined thai 
she should make the attempt 

Upon the day after the events described in the last 
chapter T<6phany met the curi of Pont-Aven; not the 
dear old man who had baptised her and Hstened to 
childish confes^ons of innumerable peccadilloes, but a 
stranger, Pire Narcisse. Obeying an impulse, T^ph^y 
entered into conversation with him. An oifer to subr 
scribe to a local charity challenged the village priest's 
attention, an attention which T^phany's personality soon 
quickened into a lively interest The r«r/ was of a typ^ 
happily not uncommon in Finist^re. Like most. Breton 
priests outside of the big towns, he was bom of the 
people, although he had received an admirable educa- 
tion at a theological college. But under his soutane 
throbbed the big heart, the sturdy muscles, t;he intense 
vitality and virility of a son of the soil. T^phany re- 
cognised this, with keen appreciation of such qualities.- 

For the first few minutes the talk fluttered about the 
changes in Pont-Aven. T^phany asked questions, M. 
le vicaire slnswered them. Then, an odd sparkle in the 
shrewd hazel eyes, a genial smile, the subtle assumption 
of a fatherly manner, told Ti6phany that she had been 
identified as the daughter of Henry Lane. 

"You know who I am, Monsieur?" 

"Yes," he added with a pleasant laugh which 
tempered the rebuke: "I thought you would have come 
to see me, my daughter, before this." 

Tephany felt that her cheeks were hanging out 
/Signals of distress, but her voice was calm enough as 
she replied: "I understand yon perfectly. But I no 
longer belong to your Church." 
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"You have ceased to be a Catholic, Mademoiselle?" 

"I cannot call myself a Roman Catholic," she an- 
swered gently. 

The curS opened his wide mouth and closed it He 
.had tact With a humorous shrug of his broad shoul- 
ders, he murmured: "I am not unprepared for this. Yvonne 
told me you had spent the last ten years in England." 

Ti^phany broke the ice which had formed between 
them with a smile. The curb's expression when the 
word "England" fell from his lips indicated accurately 
enough his limitations. 

"You won't refuse English money?" said T^hany. 

"I would accept alms for my poor people from the 
king of the cannibals; how much more from a young 
and charming lady? All the same we must have some 
talks, you and I." 

"Many, I hope," said Tephany gravely.' 

As P^re Narcisse went his way Tephany reflected 
that here was a man who might help her. She thought 
with pleasure of his large, sinewy hands, his square, 
massive head. Head and hands indicated grasp, tenacity^ 
•and power. 

That evening Mary Machin and she were sitting in 
-the big salon of the annexe with Came and Keats. 
Came was holding forth. Tephany listened half smiling, 
because, in Carne's voice, she caught echoes of what 
'Michael had said long ago. Like Michael, the Cali- 
fornian seemed to have made a special study of the 
province, although this was his first visit to Pont-Aven. 

"I met the cure to-day," said Tephany. 

Carne had plenty to say about Pire Narcisse. Keats, 
too, put in a word: 
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"A good fellow, that The big square peg in the 
big square hole. Of course the day of these priests is 
drawing to a close." 

''Just so," said Machie, nodding^ 

"I don't agree with you, Mr. Keats," T6phany said, 
with a slight emphasis. "The day is dawning. Their 
interference in politics has brought upon them heavy 
punishment — and I, for one, don't regret it. Now they 
will attend to what really concerns them, to what they 
thoroughly understand. What threatens the soul of the 
province is not Rationalism, nor Freemasonry, as some 
of the priests would have us believe, but drink. Let 
the priests fight that" 

"I'll step off my perch," said Keats cheerfully. "You've 
forgotten more about Brittany than I ever knew. Miss Lane." 

"I know something of Bretons. I've seen very little 
of Brittany." 

Came began to talk of Tr^guier, the L^onais 
country, and Lower Brittany. He had attended most 
of the great "Pardons," had paid a pilgrimage to Sainte 
Anne d'Auray, had sketched the huge menhirs and 
dolmens of Locmariaker. T^phany listened, on edge to 
ask a question, and yet shrinking from the first plunge. 
Finally, she said carelessly: "I daresay you sketched the 
different coifs?" 

"Some of them, Miss Lane." 

"This Pont-Aven coif is the prettiest I have seen," 
said Keats. 

Came considered. 

"Well, I don't know. The coif the girls wear at 
Aries, in Provence, is quite charming. This Pont-Aven 
coif is rather too much of a good thing, eh?" 
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"You like the simpler forms?" said T^phany. 

**Yes, I do. Miss Lane. I like to see a girl wearing 
a coif; not a coif wearing a girl." 

"May I see yonr studies?" said T^hany, with a 
slight flush. 

"They're out of sight," observed Keats enthusiasti- 
cally. 

"They are," said Came, "but I'll fetch them." 

Presently he returned with a large portfolio, contain- 
ing some drawings. T^phany looked at one after the 
other, very slowly and carefully. Half way through the 
portfolio, she said: "Oh, this is a very pretty coif." 

"That? Why, let me see, where did I do that? 
Of course, Port Navalo. I'm not likely to forget Port 
Navalo. Yes, as you say. Miss Lane, a very pretty coif, 
not unlike the Auray coifl You know there is a sym- 
bolism about these coifs. An interesting subject, that" 

Mary Machin begged him to go on. While he spoke 
T^hany sat gazing at the study of the girl from Port 
Navalo, who wore the identical coif of the girl whom 
Michael had painted in Yvonne's courtyard. But, ac- 
cording to Yvonne, who was a stickler for the truth, 
the girl had never stood in the courtyard. And Michael 
had said that the picture was painted from the mask. 
In exasperating contradiction to these statements rose 
the conviction that the girl's face, so remarkable, so per- 
plexing in its expression and chameleon-like power of 
changing that expression, had haunted Yvonne's dreams. 
T^phany felt more or less certain that Yvonne had seen 
the picture, possibly the mask, and that she had reason 
to connect one or the other with some lamentable know- 
ledge concerning Michael. These thoughts ran through 

Tke Face of Clay, J 
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her mind while she listened to Carne'S incisive, high- 
pitched voice. 

"I have noticed," he was saying, "that the coif gives 
jone a fairly accurate notion of the character and tem- 
perament of its wearer. The absolutely plain cap, for 
instance, bare of riband or frill, a mere bit of linen, is 
worn by the woman who works like a man in the fields^ 
who has little vanity, no imagination, and no sense at 
all of what is beautiful. Millet put just such caps on 
the heads of his models. One could hardly conceive 
diis peasants in the dainty, fluttering head-dress the girls 
wear here." 

''That's right," said Keats admiringly. "You're 
great this evening, Clinton. Isn't he. Miss Machin?" • 

"Please go on," said Mary. Carne had curly hair 
and a well-cut profile; young men with curly hair were 
Very attractive to her. 

"What I've said would strike anyone," Carne ad- 
mitted, with becoming modesty. "It's the A B C of 
the thing. But when we come to the ornamented coifs, 
it's not so easy to interpret them. Now the coif on the 
head of that girl, Miss Lane, the Port Navalo girl '' 

"Yes; what do you make of that?" 

*^It's rather a long story." 

"So much the better," said Miss Machin. "I like 
long stories. I like long novels, such as Sir Walter Scott 
wrote." 

Thus encouraged, the Californian continued fluently: 

"I said just now that I was not likely to forget Port 
Navalo, and to explain that coif I must tell you why. 
I spent last summer on one of the islands of the Gulf 
of Morbihan, the lie aux Moines; but I explored all the 
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•queer country about the gulf. Port Navalo is a fishing 
village, perched on the extreme point of the peninsuli. 
which faces Locmariaker. Between Port Navalo and 
Locmariaker is a narrow channel known as La Jument 
When the tide is ebbing or flowing strongly La Jument 
becomes one of the most fearful races in the world. 
And what makes the place so awful and yet so fas- 
cinating is- the fact that, on a midsummer's day, when 
'there's no wind and the gulf is like a mill-pool, La 
Jument seems to be possessed of ten thousand de\dls. 
'At high tide and low tide the channel is not much more 
interesting than a canal. Then the boats sail up and 
down it in perfect safety. While you are doing this the 
change comes. The quiet water begins to bubble as if 
it were a sort of chalybeate spring; then it swirls; then 
it boils; then it transforms itself into a raging rapid, like 
the Niagara rapids — and from the same cause. Behind 
this narrow channel is the Atlantic, in front the gulf. 
When the tide is ebbing, all the water in the gulf has to 
pass through this Devil's Gate, when the tide flows the 
Alantic drives these millions of tons of water back again. 
Seel" 

"I'd like to see it," said T^phany. 
"From a safe place," added Mary Machin. ' 
**I was describing the race in midsummer weather. 
Now conceive of it when a storm is raging." 

"Pd rather not," said Miss Machin, with a shudder, 
"It's horrible then," said Came, in a voice that 
thrilled. "It's appalling. Miss Machin, blood-curdling i 
Andy remember. La Jument^ which swallows up scores 
of lives, is set in the heart of Lower Brittany. Within 
two hundred years — I had this on high authority — 

7* 
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human sacrifices have taken place near Locmariaken 
The peasants are Druids stilL Now, what sort of effect 
would such a natural phenomenon as this awful race 
have on their minds? You can all make a guess, a 
faint guess, at the terror it inspires in credulous, super- 
stitious souls, when I tell you that I" — he laughed grimly 
— "an up-to-date Westerner, not easily scaled, could 
never look at the thing without shuddering. ..." 

"I sha'n't sleep a wink to-night, but please go on," 
^d Mary Machin. 

*' Every stick and stone in that country has its story," 
Carne continued; "and take it from me that the pea- 
sants and fisher-folk believe these stories, although they 
say they don't But apart from their superstition, they 
are a gay, pleasure-loving people, quite different, for in- 
stance, from the sort of men and women one finds near 
the Pointe du Raz.* Now, don't laugh, but my conten- 
tion is that if it were not for La Jument and those 
horrible menhirs and dolmens, the Morbihan coifs would 
be as flamboyant as the coifs here and at Quimperl^; 
.but the women don't dare to indulge in silk and 
streamers. What follows? Their fancy, which is ex- 
quisitely graceful, finds expression in delicate hemming 
and embroidery. You get the simple lines, rigidly re- 
strained, as in this coif, and you will find in the girls, 
what you see in their head-dress, a sort of shy, restrained 
fascination, nothing to catch the eye at first sight, but 
something which allures tremendously. It's not easy to 
express what one means. But you're the daughter of a 
painter, Miss Lane, and you paint a bit yourself. Well, 

1* Pointe du Kaz guards the terrific Bate des Tr^pass^s. 
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you know the delight of finding colour in semi-tOnes, in 
soft greys, which melt and shimmer into all the tints ot 
the rainbow? Yes. Whistler ought to have painted 
some of those girls. I tried, and missed what I was 
after. I don't know enough yet, but I'm going back. 
I've been giving you a lecture. 

"Clinton can keep it up all night," said Johnnie Keats.- 

Carne laughed, collected his studies, thrust them 
into the portfolio, and took his leave. Mary Machin 
said to Tephany: 

"We must go to Fott Navalo?" 

"Perhaps," Tephany answered. 

During the week that followed, she saw but little of 
Michael Ossory, being unwilling to visit his studio till 
she had resolved certain problems sorely perplexing hen 
They met twice, however, upon the old Concarneau roadi 
where OsscMy happened to be painting each morning. 
Tephany introduced Michael to Mary Machin, uncom- 
fortably sensible that he might play the bear. To her 
relief, he behaved with courtesy. V 

"My dear," said Machie, afterwards, "he is the most 
interesting man I ever met who wears a beard* If he 
would shave, really, I " 

Tephany interrupted her. 

"Machie, will you do me a favour? Please don't 
speak to Mr. Ossory of Port Navalo, and don't ask me 
any questions yet" 

At /able d*h$te Miss Machin told Clinton Came that 
she had met the Hermit 

"And if he'd only shave He is so very much 

in the rough." 

"I've met him, too," said Came. 
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"Have you?" said Tephany, eagerly; then, checking 
herself, she added quietly: "Have you talked with him?"- 

"He is extremely kind, and a remarkable draughts- 
man. I was struggling with a fore-shortened curve, and 
in despair, when he passed me. Somehow I seemed to 
feel that he s}niipathised. He stopped for an instant, 
^d I had time to growl out something. He looked me 
square in the eye; then he said, most civilly: *May I 
$how you how to do that?' His tpne of assurance 
rather struck me, because I had come to the conclusiop 
that there were just about four men in Paris, and four 
only, who could tackle that curve. *I shall be much 
obliged,' said L With that he took my palette, picked 
out a whacking big brush, and went to work. In one 
^linute the trick was done. I tried to get him to talk, 
but he bolted. And ever since Pve been asking myself 
why the dickens he isn't at the top of the ladder?" 

"Osspry looks at me," said Johnnie Keats, "as if he 
knew exactly the all sorts of a fool I am." 

Everybody laughed except Tephany. She was angry 
with herself, because the recital of this tiny incident 
revealed the Michael whom, the day before, she was 
trying to forget 

In the afternoon of the same day she took a cheque 
to tho curi, who looked at it in astonishment, confounded 
by the amount 

"You give me twenty-five hundred francs for my 
people?" 

"They are my people, too, my father." 

"True, true!" He put the cheque into a much-frayed 
pocket-book, slightly frowning, as if puzzled. Then, 
with the touch of humour which l^ad so pleased T^phaay 
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when they first met, he added, chuckling; "It is strange' 
that I should get two cheques from" — he. paused, and 
his genial smile took all the sting out of the hext word 
- — "from heretics." 

"Two?" 

"Monsieur Ossory, the English painter, is very, very 
generous; although, to be sure — — " 

"Although " 

"I am indiscreet. Mademoiselle." Then, as T^phany 
shook her head, he added: "That is to say, sometimes { 
but you won't betray me. Moitsieur Ossory is very 
generous, as I say, which is the more remarkable be-* 
cause I am told that he is far from rich; but the money 
which he gives me must be spent as he directs." 

T^phany perceived that he had something to tell, 
and, under slight pressure, might tell it She wondered 
if a man of honour of her own class would use pressure* 
She was very human, as you will find out when you 
know her better. She nodded, with; a delicate gesture 
of interrogation. 

"My old people, who have worked hard all their 
lives and who can work no longer, have the first claim 
upon our charity, is it not so? Obviously. But Monsieur 
Ossory won't give a sou to me for them." > 

"Oh!" Tephany exclaimed. She knew now that she 
was on the brink of discovering another clue tO' the 
mystery which lay between Michael and herself. Het 
pride urged Ker to step back. During the past few 
days, ever since, in fact, her last visit to the studio, she 
had told herself that a self-respecting woman must re* 
spect others. Michael had refused to give her confidence; 
"nay, more, he. had warned her against curiosity. When 
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he bade her leave the past alone she vowed to herself 
that she would obey him. And yet she had been un- 
able to withstand the temptation to listen to Clintoa 
Came; and now she was equally unable to turn her 
back on P^re Narcisse. She had the grace to blush, as 
she asked: 

"To whom, then, does he give his money?" 

"It is given to girls." 

'*That is certainly odd," T^phany murmured, with a 
little gasp. 

"What I have told you is between ourselves, Made* 
moiselle. For the rest, it is not so odd afler all. Monsieur 
himself said to me that the lives of the young are often 
spoiled for the lack of a little money, and the lives of 
the old have been lived." He sighed, and his shrewd 
eyes softened, becoming sombre and full of shadows^ 
Looking at him now Tdphany saw that he was a Breton 
indeed under his soutane. Upon the impulse of the 
moment she leaped barriers. 

"My father" — at the tone of her voice the Breton 
vanished; the priest, alert, inviting confidence, strong in 
his power to comfort and advise, smiled paternally — "it 
must have struck you that Monsieur Ossory, who helps 
others, needs help himself." 

"Do we not all need help?" he asked keertly. 

"Ah, yes; but he — in particular " Her voice 

faltered. 

"You know him well. Mademoiselle?" 

"I knew him long ago, very well indeed. He was 
my father's friend and mine." She spoke warmly of 
Michael's kindness to her when she found herself an 
orphan. The cur^ nodded sympathisingly. "And now/' 
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^he concluded, ^I come back after ten years, and I am 
told by — by — I will be quite frank—rl am told by 
Yvonne, who was once his friend, that he is lost — her 
word. Lost!" 

They were sitting in the small reception-room of the 
presbytery, the same room wherein T^phany had been 
prepared for confirmation. It had changed but little. 
The walls were whitewashed as of yore, the chairs were 
Uncomfortably hard; but the view from the window re- 
vealed a tiny garden, gay with geraniums, roses, and 
some tall, nodding hollyhocks. The garden symbolised 
the beauty of the world outside; the flowers might be 
compared to ephemeral joys, innocent and sweet, but 
destined to wither and decay within a few brief hours. 

The curi hesitated; when he spoke his manner had 
changed subtly. T^phany realiseid that she had led 
him out of familiar channels into unknown waters. He 
had always dealt, sturdily and capably, with his like — 
peasants and fishermen. To such a man Ossory must 
seem a creature of another world. For an instant she 
feared that the priest would ascend his pulpit, and 
proclaim his gospel in obvious, time-worn phrases. Her 
respect for him expanded enormously, her belief in his 
goodness and sympathy became impregnable, when he 
answered with humility: 

"My daughter, if I could see my way, or any way, 
to help our friend, I should place myself at his service. 
From the day when we first met, some years ago now, 
he has had my prayers. Well, I'* — his voice became 
virile, infused with an extraordinary virtue, as he con- 
cluded — "I know that some prayers are answered, and 
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perhaps for him the prayers of his friends are the only 
help they can offer." 

"Let us assume," T^phany said abruptly, "that you 
and I divine that a shadow — ah! why should we veil 
our words? — let us assume, you and I, his friends, that 
some sin," her voice sank to a whisper, "stands between 
him and us " 

"(xo on, my daughter." 

"And if it be so, if one's. intuition is not at faulty 
if this barrier shuts him from us, ought we not to pull 
it down, to destroy it, if we can?" 

"That is well said; but how do you propose to pull 
down, to destroy what is invisible?" 

"We must see it first," she murmured. 

The cur/ rose from his chair and walked to the 
window. T^phany was glad that he had taken time to 
weigh his answer. She wondered whether he guessed 
the little that she had left unsaid. Presently he turned^ 
and faced her. 

"I am not quick," he said. "I do not shoot my 
bird on the wing, you understand; but I have had ex- 
perience, and I am patient. But you "—again his voice 
softened delightfully — "are young and impatient Yes> 
yes; that is natural. And then, again" — T^phany could 
see that he was laboriously fitting himself into her shoes 
— "you are a visitor to Pont-Aven; you are leaving soon^ 
piay be, and if you are to pull down walls, graaiite walls," 
he added, "with a shrewd allusion to the almost in« 
destructible walls of the province, "you wish to go to 
work at once. Is it not so?" 

"Yes; you read me easily, my father." 

"No, no; I cannot read you easily; it is dpubtful 
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if you can read yourself, easily. But tlus is plain to 
me: you ask me to help you to discover some secret 
which our friend has chosen not to reveal to us? You 
ask me to join you, first of all, in a hunt for some 
bidden sin — your own word, my daughter. Having 
found this siuj we unite to destroy it. Put bluntly — I 
am a bhmt man — this is what you ask?'' 

"It sounds very dreadful," said T^phany; "and I 
think the case might be stated less bluntly. Yes; I ask 
your help to find, if it be possible, the brave, the gallant 
man whom Yvonne says is lost" 

''You move too fast Do you think Uiat you and I 
can destroy a sin, my daughter?" 

"The sin itself? Of course not-" 

"Or its effects?" 
' "You force me to confess how badly I have worded 
my thoughts; The sin and its effects cannot be desr 
troyed by human hands; but the barrier, the shadow—^ 
my first word was, after all, the right one — the shadow 
which sin casts and which pride intensifies does vanish, 
not always, but often, often, j^eneath the light of know-> 
ledge. To know all is to pardon. And if one knows 
nothing, what can one do?" 

The cur/ smiled; then he murmured: "I am sorry, 
very sorry, but I cannot help you, my daughter." 

"You can at least do this," said T^phany, driven 
to the wall: "you can tell me frankly whether in your 
opinion I am justified in trying to find out all I can by 
fair means." 

"By fair means?" 

"I know already two facts of importance. These 
facts will lead me on to others. In a word, I can ad^ 
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Vance, knowing that not very far awuy is the truth, or 
I can turn my back on Pont-Aven for ever.*' 

Her voice must have told the reader of many hearts 
that the issues at stake involved as much to the woman 
who stood before him as to the man whose salvation, 
perhaps, hung upon the answer he was entreated to 
give. Again he walked to the window and gazed out 
into the gay little garden beyond. It seemed to Te- 
phany an eternity before he came back and took het 
hand between his large, rough palms. " You are a good 
woman," he said gravely, "good aud pure." He stared 
hard into her eyes; but she met his glance without 
wincing. "You ask me a question which a wiser man 
than I would find hard to answer, but I am going to 
answer it according to my lights." 

"One moment," said T^phany. He saw that she 
was trembling violently, that her eyes were wet "Before 
you speak I wish to say this : many women ask lightly 
for advice, meaning to take it or reject it according as 
it pleases them. I" — she controlled hersdf, rsdsed her 
head, and spoke proudly, without a quiver of voice or 
lips — "I am not one of those women, my father. I 
have asked for your advice because I — mean — to — take 
^it" 
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CHAPTER Vn, 
SHADOWS* 

Our acts our angels are, or good or ill, 
Our fatal shadows that walk by us still. 

PiRE Narcisse smiled faintly, as if he had had large 
experience of women's special pleading, and, perhaps, 
had been beguiled more than once into allowing his 
heart to overrule his head. Then he said slowly: 

"Thank you, my daughter; although you make my 
task harder, I shall not shrink from it Your friend — 
and mine — is» although he tries to disguise it, of a 
nature expansive and ingenuous. He has let slip some 
facts which, as you say, point the way to others. It is 
because of this that we must be the more careful of 
picking up what does not belong to us. You agree 
with me, I see. Therefore I say to you, do not go on." 

''I am to go back?" A slight gasp betrayed her 
disappointment 

''No. If I beg you not to advance, I beg you as 
strongly not to retreat There is a third, and very 
obvious, course which does not seem to have occurred 
to you. Remaia where you are. Perhaps — who can 
tell? — Monsieur Ossory will confide in you when he 
perceives that you are loyal in friendship. As a priest, 
it is my duty to urge my flock to confess their sins; as 
a friend I have always refrained from doing so." 

T^phany thanked P^re Nardssie, and shortly after 
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took her leave, fortified and uplifted in spirit How 
well this rugged parish priest was named. She let her 
mind dwell with delight upon the rough bulb, stained 
by earth, common in appearance, out of which had 
bloomed so delicate, so fresh and fragrant a spirit. In 
the moment of parting she made sure that he had 
blessed her, and she believed that the blessing of such 
a man would prove a blessing indeed. 

Below the bridge Machie was sketching — spoiling 
'good paper, as Johnnie Keats put it As yet T^phany 
had made no sketches. Machie used the small water- 
colour box of the amateur; T^phany painted in oil, with 
a professionals tools. After she left the presbytery she 
reflected that it might be expedient to set to work. 
Work would distract her mind. But, first of all, she 
would see Michael land let him know that she was loyal 
and honest-^not an Autolycus in petticoats, snapping up 
unconsidered trifles. She blushed hotly when she per- 
ceived herself playing this questionable part. Michael 
had told her that he worked in his studio in the after- 
noon whenever he painted outside in the morning. 

As she mounted the stairs she heard him singing 
the Vannetais folk-song, with its peculiar haunting re- 
'frain. Why did it obsess him and her? 

Michael welccwned her warmly, offered her tea, and 
began to talk of their adventures together ten years be- 
fore. Presently T^hany said quietly that she was going 
to begin to paint next day. 

"It's in the air here,'* she said. "One must do it." 

"You used to have talent, but " A slight shrug 

of the shoulder conveyed the idea that Michael did not 
overrate mere talent » 
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"Mr. Came is very grateful to you, Michael.** 

**How do you like him, Tephany?" 

The abrupt question startled her. 

"He raves of you," said Michael, as she hesitated. 

Tephany raised her delicate eyebrows and smiled. 
She had faced the fact that the Califomian was likely to 
make love to her. He was ardent, enthusiastic, very 
' susceptible. 

"Well?" 

"I don't know whether I like him or not," she an- 
swered. "He interests me very much. You consider 
him clever? " 

"Clever? He is much more than that He has in- 
sight, originality, and ambition. In him I seem to see 
a sort of vague reflection of myself." 

"I saw that, too," said Tephany. . 

"I have told him to come up here. So you are 
going to work yourself, eh? But how about that ex- 
pedition to Vannes?" 

The directness of his attack, so characteristic of the 
old Michael, crumpled up the little plan she had made 
of delicately informing him that she intended to leave the 
past alone. Now, almost as candidly as he, she replied: 

"Michael, I am not going to Vannes." 

They stared at each other till T^phany's eyes fell. 
But Michael read in her face all she had intended to say, 
and much more. In his old familiar tones, he exclaimed: 

" You are amazing, Tephany. If I had known, if I 
had guessed that— — " He broke off suddenly, snap- 
ping his too eager lips together; then, in a quieter voice, 
he finished: "Well now, look here, you astounding 
person, if you have really made up your mind— by 
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Heaveh! it must be a bigger mind thah is given to most 
women — if you have made up your mind to put curiosity 
from you " 

''I have/' she interrupted. "I was tempted, Michael. 
-Oh, I've been a beast But, now, Pve cast out my devil." 

"And nothing is left but the angel." 

"Angel?" She laughed scornfully. "What is left is 
a woman. And men like you expect women to give 
more than they receive." 

"Ah, God I that is true." 

She divined that, unconsciously, she had hurt him; 
she divined also — how she could not have explained — 
that he was thinking of another woman, not of her. 

"Because of that," she continued hurriedly, "I am 
going to give you what you choose to withhold from me: 
confidence, trust But don't think for a moment that I 
am satisfied with such a one-sided arrangement Once, 
I was your friend " 

"Surely you consider yourself my friend still?" 

He asked the question almost fiercely. 

"I consider the Michael whom I knew so well long 
ago my friend, the greatest friend I have ever had, but 
:I don't know you. At least" — she hesitated, searching 
for words that would fall like rain, not hail, upon his 
.sensibilities — "at least, I only know tiny little bits of 
.you. I have to reconstruct a new friend, you see, out 
of what is left of the old." 

"Go on!" 

"Well, then, it is something, isn't it? that I waht to 
do this, that I am willing to pick up crumbs when the 
loaf is denied me; but make no mistake, Michael, there 
is a shadow between us." 
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^'A shadow? More than that, T^phany," 

'4n my mind I have called it a wall, a granite wall; 
but I come back to the first word, a shadow. The word 
is the right one, indeed the only one. Walls may be 
climbed or battered down, but shadows" — she shivered, 
adding in a piteously childish voice — "I have alwa3rs 
been fiightened out of my life by shadows." Theii, as- 
suming her former firm, reasonable tone, she continued: 
**This shadow lies between us, and must lie between us, 
tin it is dispelled by you." 

**Then it will remain for ever." 

He flashed a glance upon her, which she could not 
•interpret A certain defiance characterised her reply: 
** That is for you to decide." 

"You scourge me; yes, you do, and I feel — I 

feel " He was rigid with agitation, but as she 

shrank back, his muscles and nerves seemed to relax. In 
a humble, entreating tone, he said: ''I fed like a spaniel." 

"But I would not scourge you for the world." 

"I deserve it. Don't speak. There is a black shadow, 
^nd it must remain. Think what you please, T^phany^ 
Or, rather, think this." He paced twice the length of 
the studio. When he stopped he mastered himself. In 
a quiet, impressive tone, infinitely more impressive than 
bis former agitation, he made confession: 

"I am a great sinner. You understand, T^phany, 
that it is a sin — a crime, which stands between you and 
■me. And there is more. This sin, this crime, was com: 
mitted by me deliberately. There are no extenuating 
•circumstances." 

T^phany's colour ebbed from her cheeks and lips. 
Her face was as the face of the mask in the room beyond. 

The Face of Clay* 8 
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'* Having said so much/' he continued, in the same 
monotonous whisper, "why should I not tell you every- 
thing? Because — I cannot I might tell others, if it 
were necessary, but I cannot tell you, because in the old 
days I loved you." 

"Ah I" 

The colour flowed back into her face. 

"Did you guess that, T^phany?" 

"Yes," she faltered. 

"Now" — a more human note crept back into his 
voice — "you are here, as I said the night we met, and 
I am here. And I want to hold on to what is left To 
see you again, to talk with you, to feel your kind glance 
melting the ice in my heart — this, this is all that is left, 
and I cannot, I will not let it go. Perhaps you think 
that I am morbid, that I exaggerate. Wait! Yvonne 
was my friend. No man had ever a better. When I 
first came to Pont-Aven I hadn't a sou. Yvonne trusted 
me. She boarded and fed me. I was not able to square 
money matters with her till an uncle died and I came 
into the small income upon which I live now. Such 
friends are rare. Well, she knows what I have done. 
And she has never spoken to me since. And she is not 
a hard woman. And if you knew what she knows, you 
would turn from me too." 

"No." 

"I say — yes. But, if such a thing were possible, if 
you, Tdphany, forgave the sinner, and you might, for 
you have a big heart, you could not wipe out the sin." 

She thought of what the curi had said, and re- 
mained silent 

"You could not wipe out the sin," he repeated* 
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**And the fact that you knew of it, the fact that such 
knowledge inspired pity instead of detestation, the fact, 
the almost incredible fact, that you turned to me instead 
of from me would drive me from you, as his crime drove 
Cain from the presence of the mother, who, alone of all 
his fellow creatures, may have held out pit3dng arms to 
him. Should the day come, and it may come, when 
3rou know what I have done, I shall turn from you." 

When he had finished speaking, Michael hurried 
into his bedroom, locking the door between himself and 
the woman who was gazing at him, unable to speak, 
because the tears were streaming down her face. She 
hoped that after a few minutes he would return, and 
so hoping she dried her wet eyes and cheeks, and tried 
to summon up a smile. When he did not answer her 
timid tap upon the panels of his door, she knew that 
he was passing through an agony which she was power- 
less to share or to alleviate. Seeing a piece of char- 
coal lying by his palette, she picked it up and wrote 
upon a blank sheet of paper: 

If yon turn from me, dear Michael, do not turn from God. 

She pushed the piece of paper imder the door, and 
slipped quietly away. 

Then she walked to Nizon, to pray before the Cal- 
vary. She prayed, divining Uiat Midiael had turned 
from his God, that he had forsworn the faith which 
once, assuredly, had been his. And praying, the thought 
came to her again, as it had come before, that men 
might pull down and break to pieces their faith, tramp* 
ling upon it, perhaps, in wild, unreasoning rage and 
-despair, as the children of the Terror had pulled dovftx 

8* 
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and broken the Calvary above; and yet, in the fuUiess 
of time, that same faith, imperishable as the granite, 
might be pieced together and restored by the very 
hands which had levelled it with the dust 

Greatly comforted, she left the cemetery, and re- 
turned through the Bois d' Amour to Pont-Aven. Ere- 
s«ntly she came to a tiny glade carpeted with moss, 
overshadowed by oaks, whose gnarled branches threw 
twisted shadows upon the vividly green sward. T^phany 
Sat down upon a carpet thicker and more beautiful than 
any that has been woven in looms. Beneath it, however, 
lay a sterile and barren soil, impotent. to produce either 
flowers or grasses. Here and there great masses of 
granite were scattered: the monuments of those Titanic 
forces which, aeons before, had made this peaceful spot 
their battle-ground. But even these cold stones were 
lovely to the eye by reason of the exquisite golden 
saxifrage, the ferns and lichens which encrusted them. 
In this world, at any rate, there was nothing so mon- 
strous, so twisted and perverted by violence, that nature, 
if she were permitted a free hand, would not soften 
and beautify. 

Thus reflecting, T^phany became curiously aware of 
a more intimate acquaintance with these huge rocks, 
Suddenly the years rolled back. Long ago she had sat 
in this secluded spot alone with Michael He had come 
here to paint that oak yonder, and she, a child of thir- 
teen, had carried his camp-stool. And then, tired of 
attempting the impossible, confessing frankly, as he 
always did, that the intertwined complexities of light 
jand shadow had defeated him, he sat down beside his 
companion, and at her entreaty told a story: the aller 
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gory of le Vieux Guillaume * who, for twenty-four hours* 
played the part of curS of Pont-Aven. During the period 
in which Evil was thus allowed to masquerade as Good, 
the fiend was pledged to dispense blessings only, to 
enrich, not to despoil, his parishioners. Upon entering 
Pont-Aven — Michael, according to his habit, had localised 
the scene of the legend — the fiend entered a hut in- 
habited by a newly married couple, about to sit down 
to eat their dinner of black bread. Expressing his pity 
at seeing such meagre fare, the fiend asked if they 
desired something better. Ah, yes. If once, only once, 
they could dine as the quality dined, both bride and 
groom would be entirely happy. The fiend smiled, pro- 
mising a banquet, and then bade them good night 
Farther on he met a young girl about to be married to 
a peasant, a labourer in the fields. The girl curtsied 
to the supposed cure and, after some chat, confessed 
her fears that her future husband might take advantage 
of his superior strength to beat her. Whereupon the 
fiend gave to her, together with his blessing, a ring, 
which he said would kindle enduring love in the heart 
of any man who beheld it. The maid thanked the curi 
effusively. Farther on the fiend passed three brothers, 
known and respected in Pont-Aven by reason of the 
great affection which they bore each other, living to- 
gether and having all things in common. The fiend 
saluting them and asking how they fared, the brothers 
complained of the difficulty of cultivating an arid and 
stony soil with such antiquated ploughs as they possessed. 
Whereupon the fiend presented a plough which needed 
no sharpening and would work by itself, upon the con- 

* Old Nick. 
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dition that the brothers drew lots for it The lot fell 
to the youngest, and the cur^ departed amid thanks and 
blessings. But that evening, as the fiend was about to 
sit down to supper, lamentable news came to the pres- 
bytery: The newly married pair were dead of a sur- 
feit A nobleman, perceiving the ring on the finger 
of the maid, had become so desperately enamoured of 
her that he had persuaded her to elope with him upon 
his horse; the horse, plunging violently, had thrown the 
riders, who were picked up with broken necks, stone 
dead. Finally, the brother to whom the magic plough 
had been presented, seeing that it meant unlimited 
wealth to its fortunate possessor, had announced his 
intention of leaving his brothers, who, fired with jealous 
rage, first slew him, and then in remorse hanged them- 
selves. The obvious moral to the legend is: darling 
desires, if granted to mortals, will change most saints 
into sinners. 

T^phany, sitting in the place where she and Michael 
had sat twelve years before, remembered his last letter. 
He had written that what he had desired for years and 
years seemed to be within sight and grasp. 

And what had he desired above all earthly blessings? 

To paint a masterpiece. 

That had been on his lips a thousand times. Now, 
in some vague way, T^phany linked together in her 
mind three things: the legend of le Vieux Guillaume, 
Michael's passionate wish to paint a great picture, and 
his sin. 

When she returned to Pont-Aven, Mary Machin was 
putting away her paint-box in the big studio in the 
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annexe which T^phany had taken. Farther down the 
passage was another studio used by Came whenever he 
painted indoors. The Californian had invited both 
ladies to visit his studio, and hearing him whistling in 
it Machie proposed that they should peep in. 

"This afternoon," said Machie, "Mr. Came passed 
me as I was drawing; and he gave me some very valu- 
able hints. He also said that he would like to make a 
study of your head, my dear." 

"The inside or the out?" T^phany asked. 

"He is capable of doing justice to both. By the 
way, he sees a likeness between you and," she mentioned 
T^phany's stage name, "Marie de Lautrec." 

"Gracious: Does he suspect?" 

"He was in Milan when we were there." 

"If he'd recognised you, Machie I never 

thought of that Or your name, which is uncommon." 

"My name only became public property" — Miss 
Machin sniffed, recalling the ranark about the muffin — 
"when we were in the States." 

They passed down the passage and knocked at the 
Californian's door. His pleasure at seeing T^phany was 
written very plainly on his handsome, intelligent face. 

"Come in — come in — this is so nice and friendly 
of you." 

He bustled about, finding them chairs and cushions, 
offering them a mild cocktail. 

"I like cocktails," said Machie. 

"Do you? Have you been in my country, Miss 
Machin?" 

"One gets cocktails ever)rwhere," said T^phany, 
"Miss Machin and I drank our first one in " 
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"Paris," said Machie placidly. 

"Do let me mix you a Manhattan." 

The ladies, however, refused refreshment, and begged 
to be allowed to see his canvases. Came pulled them 
out, one after the other, talking fluently, criticising his 
own work unsparingly, but with appreciation of its good 
qualities. 

"How keen you are!" said T^phany. 

"I am very keen," he assented. "You see, my two 
brothers are successful business men; and my father is 
dead set against Art So I have to show them that I'm 
not going to take a back seat" 

Asking permission, he lit a cigarette, which he had 
rolled quickly and dexterously. 

"I don't see you in a back seat," said T^phany. 

"Thank you, Miss Lane. But, after all, in Art, as 
in everything else, although merit must tell in the long 
run, yet, at the same time, there's a lot of luck in mak- 
ing a hit early in one's career. Look at Th^dore Rous- 
seau, le grand R/fus^ they called him. Some of the 
best men don't arrive till they are grey-headed. Some, 
like our friend Ossory, Miss Lane, don't arrive at all." 

T^phany frowned, sensible that she resented this 
familiar chatter about Michael, sensible also that she was 
quite powerless to prevent it 

"He's a wonder, that fellow," Carne continued* "He 
can draw magnificently, but he's a crank. What d'you 
think of this? " 

"This" was an admirable study of a woman, a Paris 
model. Came continued: 

"My Salon picture this year, which got an Honour- 
able Mention, is a group of girls bathing: trite as a 
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subject, but I don't care about that I went for certain 
subtleties of light and colour. Here's a photograph 
of it" 

He showed the photograph to his visitors. As they 
were looking at it, Keats poked his head into the room. 

"Come in, Johnnie," said Came. "I'm showing 
these ladies my stuff." 

Keats entered; then, seeing the photograph in Te- 
phany's hand, he burst out enthusiastically: "But the one 
in last year's Salon is the best thing he's done so far. 
Where's the photograph of that, Clinton? Tell Miss 
Lane about it; it'll amuse her, because she's been be- 
hind the scenes." 

Came produced the photograph, which represented 
a very young girl about to step into a pool of water, 
and looking round over her shoulder. It struck T6phany 
as odd that a dever man should choose two subjects so 
alike and so commonplace. But, looking at the photo- 
graph more closely, she perceived it to be very far from 
commonplace. To reach the pool, the nymph had to 
cross a swampy piece of ground. She had just with- 
drawn an exquisitely modelled foot, stained with mud 
and dripping slime. The expression upon the face, half 
turned to the behdder, was one of fear, excitement, and 
a delightful virginal shyness. 

"There is quality in that," said T^phany. 

"It was snapped up at once by " 

Came interrupted with a sharp "Miss Lane is in- 
terested in art, not commerce." 

"Who bought it, Mr. Keats?'' 

"A man who's supposed to be one of the best 
judges in New York — old Isaac Blumenthal." 
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"The man who has the wonderful saloon, with Bou* 
guereau's picture hanging behind the bar?" 

"Yes, Miss Lane. Clinton is in BlumenthaPs little 
gallery." 

For an instant there was silence. Then T^phany 
said slowly: "I wonder where you found such a captivat- 
ing model?" 

"That's another story," said Keats. 

"Do you know New York?" Came looked sharply 
at T^phany. 

"As a bird of passage; Miss Machin and I have 
been round the world together. But about this model?" 
She looked expectantly at Keats, anxious to turn the 
talk &om herself 

"Shall I tell it, Clinton?" 

"If you like." 

"She was manufactured," said Keats, opening his 
wide mouth in a broad grin. 

"Manufactured?" Machie repeated. 

"Head belongs to one girl, body to another. That's 
often done: sort o' composite picture. Clinton got a 
regular model for the body, another for the arm, another 
for the foot That's the prettiest foot in Paris. But we 
couldn't get the right kind of face. Finally, one day at 
Fassy, we struck the niece of an old woman who sold 
crepes. The girl at first refused to let Clinton put her 
head on to another woman's nude figure." 

"I don't wonder," murmured Miss Machin. 

"But Clinton worked it," concluded Keats triumph- 
antly; "he's a puller of strings, he is. And the girl 
posed with the very expression he wanted." 

"That will do," said Carne, glancing at T^phan)r's 
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face, wondering whether this story had amused her. In 
his pleasant, incisive voice, he added, smiling: '*So you 
have been into Blumenthal's saloon. And into other 
places, no doubt; as distinctively American. And how 
did you like the land of the free and the home of the 
brave?" 

"I saw a great deal of it," Tdphany replied, "mostly 
through the windows of a Pullman car. My impressions 
are not worth telling." 

"But our people? How did you, how do you like 
Americans?" 

"They are very kind." 

"Kind?" repeated Machie. "I should think they 

are kind. Why, at Chicago " she hesitated, biting 

faer lip. 

"Yes; at Chicago " 

"At Chicago," Tdphany said coolly, "Host my boxes; 
I mean they were delayed. And some ladies actually 
came forward and offered to provide me with clothes." 

"That's queer," said Keats, "I happened to read in 
The New Fork Herald of the Chicago women fitting 
out a singer for grand opera. Her stage dresses got 
sent on with her private ones, or something of that sort." 

Tephany, conscious that Came's grey eyes were on 
her, flushed delicately as she rose. 

"We shall see you at the Riec Pardon to-morrow?" 
she asked Came. 

"Certainly." 

"Thank you so much for showing us your studies." 

"You and Miss Machin will alwajrs be welcome here," 
he replied gallantly, going forward to open the door. 
Suddenly Tephany paused; a slight gasp escaped from 
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her lips. Came saw that she was staring at a plasteif^ 
cast which hung upon a nail just above the door. T^- 
phany, sitting with. her back to this door, had not per-- 
ceived the cast till this moment It was the same which 
Michael had shown to her. 

"Is that yours?" she asked. 

"It belongs to Keats," said Came, wondering why- 
she looked so pale. 

"Who is it?" said T^phany. Keats answered the, 
question. 

"Ah! Who is it? A good many people have asked, 
that question, Miss Lane, and nobody has answered it" 

"But where did you get it?" 

"From Tomabuoni, the plaster-cast seller in Mont- 
martre. The girl was found drowned in the Seine. She 
was taken to the Morgue, I believe, and that cast taken 
of her face. But she was never identified." 

"Never identified?" repeated T^phany. 

"Never. You admire it, Miss Lane?" 

"Yes." 

"If one could interpret that smile " said Keats. 

T^phany answered constrainedly: <*She may be smil-. 
ing at all those who pursue ambition regardless of the 
consequences. Does anybody know anything iboxxt her?" 
She turned from Keats to Carne, who shook his head. : 

"The authorities never found out how she got into 
the Seine," said Carne. "Suicide is the generally ac- 
cepted explanation, but " 

"Yes?" 

"Miss Lane, you are quite upset I have always 
maintained that there is something uncanny about that 
cast" 
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"What were you going to say?" asked Mary Machin. 
*'If the unfortunate girl did not kill herself " 

"Why then it is obvious that she was killed by some- 
.one else, Miss Machin." 

"No, no," said T^phany in horror. She suddenly 
remembered MichaePs word "crime." Then instinct, 
•the memory of their friendship, rose in revolt She mur- 
mured faintly: "I can't believe that, I can't*' 

Keats betrayed his surprise at her agitation with a 
-whimsical twist of his mouth. Then, very quickly, he 
jumped upon a chkir and unhooked the cast from its 
nail. Carne saw that T^phany was trembling. 

"Lock it. up, Johnnie," he said, "or we sha'n't have 
the pleasure of seeing Miss Lane here again." 

Keats nodded; being a Californian, he was very 
chivalrous. He crossed, the room, dropped the cast into 
the empty fire-place, and crushed it beneath his foot 

"Oh!" T^phany exclaimed. 

"There's an end of th?it," said Johnnie cheerfully. 
/*I don't mind confessing, now, that the thing has haunted 
me a bit You will come again, won't you?" 

"Yes," said T^phany, in a low voice. 

She walked out of the room , followed by Mary 
•Machin. Carne whistled expressively. 

"A creature of sensibility," said he; then he added 
■slowly, ^'like all artists." His emphasis of the last word 
^challenged attention. 

"She call$ herself an amateur." 

"She is Marie.de Lautrec, the new singer, whom, we 
•missed in Milan." 
'. . "J^e — whizi" 
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"It is plain that for some reason or other she wishes 
to remain incognita'' 

"Then we mustn't let on that we're in the know?" 

"Not yet She's Bretonne, and, as she put it, 
Bretonne bretonnantel" 

"Clever as she can stick too," said Mr. Keats very 
solemnly; "but Miss Machin is one of the daisiest girls 
I ever met" 



CHAPTER Vin. 

YANNIK. 

Pile oomme un beau soir d'automne. 

A Brittany Pardon combines what is essentially 
secular and material with what is as essentially spiritual 
and religious, defining religion in its elemental sense as 
the relation between the Creator and the created. A 
Breton goes to a Pardon to demand of his Maker, 
through the intercession of a saint — whose name, by the 
way, is not always found in the calendar — a particular 
grace, and to get a skinful of liquor. At Rosporden, 
for instance. Our Lady is entreated to vouchsafe good 
news from those abroad to those at home. The mothers 
and sisters of the men who are serving France in her 
navy or army flock to Rosporden because they believe 
firmly that this good news will come if they are faithful 
in paying their vows. If the good news does not come, 
consolation lingers in the con^ction that so many years 
of purgatorial pains will be cancelled. 

The Pardon of St Pierre de Riec is held for thfe 
more general purpose of beseeching the Keeper of the 
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Keys to open the gates of Paradise.* At Riec, there- 
fore, the observant traveller will note the presence of 
more men than he is likely to see at Rosporden. Some 
iconoclasts admit, with a sly wink, that in these latter 
days the saint has become niggardly. A tailor, chatting 
confidently with Clinton Carne, remarked that he had 
read of leaguers fighting for their faith in the troublous 
times of Henri IV. who had been rewarded with in- 
dulgences extending over a period of more than a million 
years. "That — name of a pig! — was something more 
than a drop in the ocean of eternity, whereas a beggarly 

seven years 1 But, saperlipopette! one must take in 

this world what one gets with a humble and grateful 
heart" 

In the morning masses had been said in the spacious 
church, whose spire is a landmark for many miles, and 
used as such by fishermen seeking the sanctuary of the 
river on stormy winter days. How many lives has that 
spire saved? Inside the grey building a few women 
were kneeling, with eyes fixed upon the figure of the 
Saviour above the high altar, telling their beads and 
murmuring their prayers. They came and went silently,, 
passing from the peace of the cool twilight of the nave 
into the glare and turmoil of the street beyond. In the 
market-place booths had been erected, gay with buntings 
and filled with simple wares: cheap jewellery, rosaries^ 
candles, toys for the children, and like fairings. Cakes 
and sweet-stuff lay in huge piles. Opposite the great 
west door of the diurch, the piper and fifer were playing 
in front of a tavern. Between the tavern and the church 

* La grace d'aller au ParadUs. 
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long lines of men and women were dancing the gavotte. 
The leader, a sturdy fellow on leave from his ship, with 
a face burnt brown in China seas, wound in serpentine 
curves up and down the road; the others followed his 
erratic course quite gravely and almost solemnly, as if 
they were conscious that they were dancing in front of 
God^s house, and that the dance was part of the day^ 
ritual, and no more to be shirked than the High Mass 
of the momihg. Within the tavern everybody was drink- 
ing cider or beer. The girls and women who lacked 
partners for the gavotte looked on impassively, yet with 
a faint wistfulness in their dreaming eyes. 

Came dived into the tavern, and returned with tw6 
chairs. He said that he had ordered some bottled 
cider, which presently was brought and uncorked. Not 
without difficulty Machie was persuaded to have a glass. 
To sit and drink in a public thoroughfare, close to a 
church, and to the sound of pipe and fife, seemed an 
outrageous breach of the proprieties. She eyed nervously 
a tall young Frenchman with a camera, who looked as 
if he were contemplating a snapshot T^phany assured 
her that they were doing the correct thing, and that the 
cider was very refreshing. After the cider was drunk, 
the Califomian urged Miss Machin td take a turn at the 
seemingly unending gavotte. Machie refusing, he asked 
T^phany, who, after a moment's hesitation, seized his 
hand and joined the dancers. Miss Machin watched 
them with her pleasant eyes wide open. She was star- 
ring at a T^phany she had ncer seen before. When 
the dance ended Came came back, calling for more 
cider, but T^phany had disappeared. 

"She knows Some of these people," said Came, wip- 
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ing his forehead. "How hot it is! We are to sit here 
till Miss Lane comes back.'' 

He proceeded to entertain his companion with a 
clever description of other Pardons, notably one for a 
special grace against mad dogs. 

"Are there mad dogs in Brittany?" said Machie, 
allowing her mind to hasten back to Daffodil Mansions. 

"Oh, dear, no," Came replied. "How could there 
be when these Pardons provide against them. Miss 
Machin?" 

Miss Machin looked at his curly head — he had re* 
moved his panama — and sighed. 

"You know," she said maternally, "I don't hke you 
so much when you sneer at these nice people." 

"Sneer?" He opened wide his keen grey eyes. 
"My dear Miss Machin, I don't sneer at them." 

"But you do," she replied, with finality. 

"If you say another word I shall burst into tears," 
replied the Califomian. "Hullo! here's a bard." 

Miss Machie looked up. 

"Oh! I have seen that man before." Her eyes 
brightened. "I passed him between here and Niv^z. 
He was kneeling in front of a roadside Calvary, singing 
his songs." 

"That would make a good picture," said Came re- 
flectively. 

^*Does your art always come first?" 

Came did not answer. The bard, a familiar figure 
at such festivals, approached. In his hand he carried a 
sheaf of cheap songs. By the sale of these and such 
small change as the crowd gave him, he earned his liv- 
ing. Of the men he was the only one who wore the 

Tke Facg of Clay^ 9 
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genuine costume of Coraouailles: the baggy bfeeches 
{bragous bras), the high-fiilled collar, and the short black 
cloth jacket, embellished with tarnished silver embroidery. 
In a shrill but not unmusical voice he began to sing a 
weird apostrophe to oaks and seas and blood: 

Of blood, and wine, and dance, I sing: 

To thee, O Sun! all hail! 
Hail, flame of fire! Ha^ flash of steel! 

Ye waves, ye oaks! ye lands and seas! 
AH haU ! 

The crowd listened attentively, with a respectful ap- 
preciation which impressed Mary Machin. When the 
bard had sung, the Califomian gave a franc to him, and 
bought a couple of songs. Machie had alredy noted 
that the young fellow was generous. But liien he 
seemed to have plenty of money, and Johnnie Keats 
had told Tephany that Game's sire was a rich man. 
Machie noted also that the paititer's clothes were well 
cut, and his boots of the best. He had nothing of the 
so-called Bohemian about him. Michael Ossory, on the 
other hand, looked shabby and shaggy. But this did 
not trouble Machie, because already she had made up 
her mind that her dearest Tephany had lost interest in 
the lover of her salad days. And if this curly-headed Cali- 
forniah was going to be famous, and if he were as nice as 
he looked, why shouldn't Tephany fall in love with him? 

Meantime, the piper arid his companion, having re- 
freshed themselves with cider, were about to shift their 
ground and move on to a tavern farther down the street 
Some of the girls who had been dancing slipped into 
' the church to patter an Ave or a Credo; their partners 
came out of the tavern, wiping their mouths and laughing. 
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"By Jove!" C^me exclaimed. A girl in the Pont- 
Aven coif was picking her way through the crowd. 
**This one is a beauty," he added. 

Beneath the fluttering coif one could see brilliant 
colouring, the milk-and-rose complexion so rare amongst 
maidens who from early infancy expose their faces to 
sun and wind. The other girls, gazing wide-eyed at this 
dainty stranger, looked like squaws beside her. 

"Why, it's T^phany," gasped Mary Machin. 

"Well," said Tephany, a moment later to Carne, 
"you said you wanted to see me in the costume, and 
here I am — quite ready for another gavotte." 

"You're the eighth wonder of the world," said Cama 

Tephany laughed. 

"Isn't she. Miss Machin?" 

"I planned this little surprise," Tephany explained. 
"Machie, you are shocked." 

"My dear! Before all these rough people?" 

"They are my people, and they aren't rough. They 
like to see me in this." She touched her heavy black 
skirt with its rows of velvet bands and her iilmy 
apron. 

"Who wouldn't?" said Came. 

"Let us dance," said Tephany. 

Farther down the street arose the wild skirl of the 
-pipes. Machi^ shaking her head, followed Tephany and 
Came till they joined the dancers below the market- 
place, where the crowd was vary thick. Carne held out 
his hand, and away they went, T^phany's small feet twink- 
ling under her heavy skirt 

"Stunning pair!" said Johnnie Keats, who had joined 
Miss Machin. "Clinton is doing his fancy steps and 

9* 
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hitting up the pace. And there's the Btermit, looking 
as if he had a pain." 

In the heart of the crowd stood Michael, tall and 
gaunt — half a head taller, half a foot broader than the 
peasants about him. 

"So it is," said Mary Machin, wondering if T^phany 
had seen him. 

T^phany, however, had not seen Michael. In put- 
ting on the costume of the country she seemed to have 
assumed also the character and temperament of the 
pleasure-adoring Pont-Aven girls. Came, an opportunist, 
like all Westerners, was making himself agreeable. He 
talked with animation; T6phany listened, smiling. For 
the moment she had become a child of iifleen again. 
In the old days she had danced the gavottie scores of 
times; and she had often worn the costume, which suited 
her slender, delicately modelled figure to perfection. 
Above the pipes and fife she could hear the shrill voice 
of the bard, singing another gwerz. Her heart beat 
fiercely against her ribs, and Game's beat as fiercely. 

"How glorious it is to be young!" he whispered. 

At this moment T^phany caught sight of Michael 
steadily watching her with his mournful eyes. 

"Oh!" Tephany exclaimed. 

"Have I hurt you?" Came inquired tenderly. 

"No, no; but when we get to the end we will stop." 

Carne noticed that the animation had gone out of 
her voice, the sparkle out of her eyes. He had not seen 
Michael, and if he had he would not have connected the 
sudden change in Tdphany to his presence. He sup- 
posed that, possibly, she was tired or giddy. Certainly 
the sun beat down with overpowering strength. He drew 
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fais partner into the shade of a tree and pfTered to fetch 
a chair, T^phany nodded wearily. 

So Michael had seen her. Why had he come to 
Riec? Of course, after what had passed between them 
only twenty-four hours ago he must think her heartless. 
During a restless, miserable night, she had convinced 
herself that the mask, evidently a familiar object with 
many artists, had been bought by Michael because it 
resembled some Vannetais siren — for so T^phany jeal- 
ously regarded her — who had lured Michael into sin and 
crime. Behind this obvious explanation gibbered the 
ghastly fear of an identity being established between the 
lovely creature who was found dead in the Seine and 
the woman who had stood between her and her lover. 
At diis point Tephany's tortured speculations became 
paralysed. Later, she fell asleep. And when she woke, 
in the freshness of a midsummer's morning, she vowed 
passionately that she would turn her back to the shar 
dows. Notwithstanding this vow, at the first glimpse of 
Michael's face, the shadows had obscured the sunbeams. 
What an irony life was, to be surel When Came hurried 
up with a chair, T^phany was almost rude to him. 

However, she sat down, and Carne stood beside her, 
smiling pleasantly and watching the dancers. In parti- 
cular he stared at the girls, in the hope of finding the 
perfect model, which all painters are seeking and which 
so few find. T^phany felt that her absurd resentment 
was slipping away under cover of his silence. It was 
tactful and understanding of him to say nothing. Had 
he divined that she wished to be left alone for a few 
minutes? 

But she soon became impatient, not of silence, but 
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of sitting still. She wondered if Michael had lefl his 
place in the crowd. Was he alone? Should she speak 
to him? Explanations were usually so tiresome and 
fatuous. She jumped up. 

"Let us move!" 

"Dance or walk?" Came demanded gravely. 

"Walk, please." 

Not without difficulty they threaded a way through 
the crowd, gradually approaching the spot where Michael 
had been standing. He had disappeared. T6phany 
walked hither and thither with Came upon pretence of 
seeing the booths and the people, but she was searching 
for Michael. She encountered P^re Narcisse who greeted 
her warmly, but she did not like to ask him if he had 
seen Michael. Moreover, by this time she was convinced 
that Michael had left the Pardon. 

Coming back to the market-place, they met Machi6 
and Johnnie Keats, and a change of partners took place. 
T^phany wandered away with Keats, leaving Came with 
Mary Machin. The Satellite, as usual, began to speak 
of his Sun. 

"Clinton and you were iridescent," he began. 

T^phany laughed; then, seriously, she asked him: 
"Don't you ever talk about yourself, Mr. Keats?" 

Asking the question, she examined him attentively. 
Decidedly he was very plain; but he had blue eyes, of 
a fine quality, with a self-depreciatory twinkle deep 
down in them. His face was red. It seemed to T^phany 
that the poor fellow had blushed so often and so violently 
on account of his many shortcomings that the blush, so 
to speak, had become permanent 

"Talk about myself ?-:^no," he answered. "Say, 
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?^ss Lane, if you had my name — John Keats, think of; 
it! — and face, would you talk about yourself, eh?" He. 
did not wait for her reply, but continued, in his draw- 
ling, Western nasal slang: "It's like this, Pm one of the 
big crowd that has to eat soup with a fork. When 
Clinton and I first joined Julien's, the American boys in 
the studio christened us Hit and Miss. Smart, that?". 

"Unkind, and I daresay untrue." 

"Not a bit Hit and Mi^s: that just describes Clin* 
ton and me. Same sort of outfit, you and Miss Machin,, 
eh? She's missed it, I reckon, so far as the big things 
of life count" 

**The big things?" Tephany nodded, reflectively. 
Certainly a parallel could be established between Came 
and his satellite, and herself and MachiCt "But Mr; 
Keats, do the big things, the big successes,' count much? 
Miss Machin is one of the happiest women I know, and 
you don't look very miserable." 

"I'm as happy as a clam," said Mr. Keats. „Great 
Minneapolis! What's this?" 

^e looked disgustedly at an old woman, who had 
reeled round the comer, very dmnk, with her coif dis- 
ordered and her fluted collar cmmpled and dirty. She 
was laughing and singing. 

"It's M^re Pouldour," said Tephany. "Oh, dear!" 

"You know her? Hadn't we better slide off? She's 
got an awful load." 

" Pool* thing, poor thing ! " Tephany murmured. " How 
^he has changed! She won't recognise me. But she 
ought to have someone to look after her." 

"Looks as if she had," said Keats. 

As he spoke a girl came mnning round the comer. 
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She caiight the old woman by the elbow, steadied hdv 
and began to speak rapidly in Breton. 

"What a peach!" exclaimed the young man. 

The girl was of a type sddom seen in Finist^re, but 
not uncommon in the L^nnais country. Although she 
had that pale creamy skin which sometimes indicates an 
anaemic condition, she seemed to be healthy and vigorous. 
Her eyes, set rather far apart, were amazingly fine, of a 
golden hazel; her hair, such as could be seen of it, was 
of the true Titian red. 

"What a peach!*' repeated Johnnie. Meantime, the 
girl had persuaded the old woman to sit down upon a 
granite step. The song died quavering upon the loose 
wrinkled lips, the hands, gesticulating violently a moment 
before, sank upon the stained apron. Obviously, M^re 
Pouldour had sunk into a stupor as soon as she sat 
down. The girl deftly arranged the disordered coif and 
collar, patting them back into shape with delicate move-, 
ments of her fingers. 

"Wish Clinton could see her," murmured Keats. 

"Let us speak to her," said T6phany. 

The girl looked up, frightened and shy, when she 
saw a man, a foreigner, approaching, but she smiled at 
Tephany, who addressed her in French, while her eye 
roamed inquiringly over the details of T^phan/s costume. 
She looked slightiy puzzled. Mire Pouldour was Snor- 
ing comfortably. 

"I knew Mire Pouldour some years ago," said Te- 
phany. "She used to live in a cottage at Ros Braz, on 
the estuary." 

"She lives there still." 

"And you?" 
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^*1 am Yannik, her granddaughter. I live with her.** 

"Alone?" 

"Yes." 

"Then the old man, your grandfather, is dead?" 

"He died long ago, and my father is dead, and my 
two uncles. They were lobster-fishing, all of them, and 
two others and the boy, off the G16nans islands." She 
pointed to the north-west "Well, il came on to blow 

suddenly. And " She shrugged her delicate shoulders, 

sighed, and crossed herself. Then she added quickly: 
"Grand'm^re took to /a goutte after that She had 
always drunk cider till then, which hurts nobody." 

"I am so sorry, so very sorry," said T^phany. 

"It is misery; yes. But, what would you? There 
are others worse off than us. Grand'm^e earns money 
during the black months gathering the go/tnon*' (the 
Seaweed collected in January and February), "and I 
earn money, too." 

T6phany looked rather surprised. Yannik's hands 
were neither red nor coarse of texture; her face was 
untanned. How then did she earn money? As if read- 
ing the question T^phany was too polite to ask, the girl 
isaid quietly: "I work with my needle; in fact, I dress 
4olls in the costume. My dolls sell well" — she held up 
|ier head proudly — "and in the season it is a good 
business. Mademoiselle Yvonne is very kind. She sends 
lie her clients." 

W"But what are you going to do now?" T6phany 
ced at the grandinother. 
\ "In a couple of hours she will be able to go home, 
may get a lift People are kind." 
"The peachiest of peaches! " murmured Johnnie Keats; 






\ 
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"Pm a jay if I ever saw a better model Wonder whether 
she'd pose." Then, in very ill-pronounced French, he 
addressed Yannik, who informed him that she didn't 
understand a word of English. Keats glanced ruefully 
at T^phany. 

"She don't look as if she was corn-fed," he growled; 
^*and the season hasn't begun yet. Guess she's over- 
stocked with dolls. Please ask her if she'd pose for the 
head and coif, Miss Lane." 

T^phany did so. 

"Pose? Never!" 

She glared at poor Johnnie, who kept growling on 
in English: "For the head, you silly little girl, for the 
head, nothing else, for — the — head." He tapped his 
own head, showing his teeth in a genial smile. 

"Never!" the girl repeated. 

"Pm going to have one of your dolls, any way. May 
be two. Poupay — eh? Un — deux.*' 

She understood, and smiled. 

"Monsieur is very kin4." 

T^phany also expressing a wish to buy dolls, it was 
arranged that Yannik should bring some specimens of 
her handicraft to Pont-Aven after the midday meal upon 
the following afternoon. But when Tephany suggested 
sending the grandmother home in a cart Yannik pro- 
tested. 

"Indeed, Mademoiselle" — she had perceived that 
Tephany was dressed up — "indeed, I am accustomed to 
this. It happens, but alwa)rs, always, at the Pardons." 

"You ought to try and persuade your grandmother 
not to go to the Pardons." 

Yannik answered simply r "But the others. Made- 
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inoiselle, our men, who died out there. And uncon- 
fessed. Naturally we attend the Pardons." 

"Naturally," repeated T^phany. 

Keats and she moved reluctantly on, leaving the girl 
standing erect, slightly defiant, beside the old woman. 
T^phany looked back twice, waving her hand encourag- 
ingly. Yannik maintained her impassive, indifferent pose; 
but she smiled faintly; the smile was a sad thing to see. 

"Pm going to load up on dolls," dedared Keats. 
"This is the psychological moment. Miss Lane. . PH bet 
a dollar thcr^ a sktmp in dt^fe.^ 

"Mr. Keats," said Tdphany, in a voice he did not 
recognise. Then peering into her face, he saw that she 
was deeply moved. 

"Pm at your service, Miss Lane." 

"That poor old woman was once so good and re- 
spectable. I — I can't bear to think of her sitting there. 
It makes me wretched. If we could hire a cart " 

"But we can," said the young man, cheerily. "We'll 
hire a dozen. Miss Lane. Don't you worry. You just 
leave this thing to me. Pm great on transportation. 
Why, I always look out Clinton's trains — and arrange 
everything. Not a word. I'll leave you first with Miss 
Machin." 

"Thank you; I'll slip back to the house where I 
changed. If you will find the cart — but oh 1" 

"Anything wrong?" 

"Nothing — except your French." 

Keats chuckled. 

"Now, that's unkind, Miss Lane. But I'll tell you 
something: 'my French is like my face — all wrong, as 
you say — but I worry through with it all right Seel 
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ril have' thlit cart around before you are into that pretty 
organdie frodc of yours." 

''Good gracious! How did you know it was an 
organdie?" 

''I know lots of things," said the young man solemnly. 
''Clinton says my head's full of odds and ends not worth 
the powder to blow 'em to Tophet Sort o' rubbish 
heap." 

"I'm going carefully over that rubbish heap," said 
T6phany, laughing at his comically rueful countenance* 

But, changing her dress, she reflected sadly that the 
two incidents of unexpectedly meeting Michael and M^e 
Bouldour had spoiled the afternoon's comedy, which she 
had planned so gaily several days before. The change 
in them made her wretched. And as for the story about 
the old woman earning money, she didn't believe a word 
of it Little Yannik, with her pretty pale face, and her 
slender clever fingers, was obviously the only wage- 
earner in that family. Dwelling upon this and the bitter^- 
ness in Michael's eyes, she asked herself if she regretted 
having returned to Pont-Aven. After all, the attempt 
to rehabilitate herself with old ideas, old memories, simple 
pleasures, and the like, was somewhat on a par with this 
dressing up in the costume of the province: an amusing 
thing to do to while away a few minutes, nothing more. 

When she walked out into the street, she found the 
rest of the party awaiting her. The Satellite hdled her 
with a cheery "I've corralled a cart and carter. Miss 
Lane. And I've told Clinton that he's missed a peach." 

"You are such an impassioned optimist," said Came, 
*' Where is the peach?" 
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"She's on her Way home. I hustled, I can tell you." 
He looked at Tephany , who smiled her appreciation of 
liis efforts; then he turned to his friend: "You'll see her 
to-morrow, old man; she's coming to Pont-Aven to sell 
tis dolls.'' 



CHAPTER IX. 

TEPHANY IS SEVERE. 

Les petits sabots des petits Bretons, 

Petites Bretonnes, 
Chantent des chansons en diff<&rents tons, 

Jamais monotones — Toe, toe! 
Chers petits sabots des petits Bretons 

Trop tdt Ton tous quitte: 
Des petits Bretons les petits petons 

Giandissent trop vite! Toe^ toe! 
VanseZf petits sabots! 

Michael was painting upon the Rosporden road. He 
had chosen for his subject the view of Pont-Aven from 
the top of the hill. Michael, caring nothing for the 
manufacture of pictures, had disposed of the foreground 
with a score of bold strokes. For nearly a week now 
he had been intent upon the middle distance, the houses 
grouped about the church, the river, and the quay; and 
for a week the weather, so often fickle in June, had be- 
haved perfectly. Each morning the sun rose out of the 
mists, fought with and put them to flight, and then swam 
slowly up into cloudless skies. 

Michael had set himself the task of reproducing the 
effect of this resplendent sunshine upon grey buildings. 
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In a word, he was endeavouring to palint the golden 
glow emanating from objects , colourless in themselves, 
which have been exposed to heat and light The neutral 
tintsof granite walls and slate roofs had become saturated 
with brilliant colours, so delicately interwoven, so tenderly 
combined and contrasted, that Michael, who preferred 
to use large tools, was obliged to experiment with small 
sable and camel's-hair brushes. Although he had spoken 
of himself to T^phany as an impressionist, he worked 
doggedly faithful to rules which he had formulated after 
years of patient study such as this. Pure sunlight fall- 
ing upon an opaque object like granite or slate could 
only be translated in one way; light reflected instead of 
transmitted falling upon the same object at a different 
angle produced a startlingly different effect; add to these 
complexities the ineffable confusion produced by cross 
lights and shadows, and you will dimly understand the 
difficulties which fanned Michael Ossory's ardour to 
white heat 

Behind Michael, watching every stroke with intent^ 
intelligent glance, stood Carne, quite willing to acknow- 
ledge himself disciple to such a master. At the same 
time, in his keen mind, so American in its plasticity, so 
eager first to adopt and then to adapt whatever might 
be of value, lay reservations. Michael could do many 
things which were beyond the Californian's powers, but 
he lacked the gift of ordering his amazing experience 
and technique. With them, in fact, he generally pro- 
duced chaos. Sensible of this, Came felt a certain con- 
tempt for Michael, both as man and painter. As he 
had said in his incisive slapg, Michael was a crank, a 
freaky a man who subordinated the real to the ideal, 
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^ho pursued will-o'-the-wisps in a wilderness. Measur- 
ing Michael with his own foot-rule, he found him bigger 
than he had expected, but by no means a giant 

Meantime, one thing was certain: he could learn 
much from this crank; who seemed willing to impart 
what he had acquired by years of patient experiment 

"There!" said Michael. He rose from his camp- 
stool and stretched his long limbs. 

Carne compared the copy with the original, half 
shutting his eyes, narrowing the pupils of them, like a cat 

"Yes," he said, in a low voice, "you've made those 
old walls speak. And you've captured the atmosphere." 

Michael nodded. 

"We aim at truth and miss it, because we cannot 
see the target clearly. Your eyes are not what they 
will be in a few years." 

Then, very deliberately, "he took his palette knife 
and with one sweep scraped off the work of an hour. 

"Oh!" 

Michael laughed. , 

"You wouldn't have done that?" 

"No." 

Carne drew a long breath; when he spoke his voice 
-had a clear, sincere ring in it^> very pleasant to hear. 

"It was the best bit, bar none, that I've seen this 
year." 

Michael eyed him attentively, with a gaze so piercing 
that the younger man slightly flushed. 

"You may go far," he said curtly. . 

Came had been told this by many men, some of 
them famous, but, coming from Michad, the simple 
•words gave him an extraordinary sense of gratification. 
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"I hope so," he answered honestly, "I can say to 
you, Ossoiy, what perhaps you have guessed ahready, 
that my work means much to me." 

"Ah!" 

Michael frowned, seeing T6phany's radiant face in 
the gavotte of the previous afternoon. At that moment 
he had leaped to the conclusion that T^phany was ir- 
resistibly attracted to the American, who, surely, was 
well equipped to win and hold the love of such a 
woman. At that moment also Tephany met his eyes 
and interpreted so wrongly their message. 

"I am not indifferent to other excellent things," 
murmured Came, "but success as a painter is vital, you 
understand, vital." 

Michael seemed to remember having used this very 
phrase himself, years ago. Then he laughed again. 

"If you think it vital it is vital," he said. "I thought 
so once." 

"And you — you think so no longer?" 

Michael answered steadily: 

"I paint as a distraction." Then, in a different voice, 
he continued: "I saw you at Riec yesterday." 

"Yes, yes; I make a point of attending these Par- 
dons. One never knows, one may come across some- 
thing good, eh? But yesterday held surprises. Miss 
Lane put on the costume-— — " 

He began to talk of Tephany, betraying his interest 
and admuration. . An Englishman, during those rare 
minutes when he is speaking of his love, is generally at 
his stupidest; an American, and a Western American in 
particular, is never so fluent, so natural, as when he is 
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praising the woman who attracts him. When he paused, 
Michael said slowly: 

"You are certainly not indifferent to other excellent 
things." 

"Ah! Ossory, you can make a shrewd guess why 
I'm keener than ever about my work. In our country 
every man worth a snap wants to offer the woman he 
loves something worth her acceptance. My two brothers 
have married stunning girls, but they pegged away as 
bachelors till they'd got out of Short Street into Easy 
Avenue. See!" 

"I see," replied Ossory. 

Came shouldered his own paint-box and umbrella 
and strode away whistling; Michael began to paint in, 
for the tenth time, the sunlit roofs beneath him. Like 
most men who live alone with their own thoughts, he 
sometimes spoke to himself. In a moment he growled 
out: "Is he good enough?" Then, as if conscious of 
what he would regard as an infirmity, he closed his lips 
and concentrated his attention upon his work. 

That morning T^phany had set up her easel oppo- 
site a row of poplars, which threw soft shadows upon 
the pool where M^re le Beuz was washing some linen. 
Further down the Aven Machie was trying to persuade 
a child to sit still. Three or four children in sabots 
clattered to and fro between the ladies, presenting them- 
selves as models. Beside M^re le Beuz knelt two young 
girls, whose brown arms moved as quickly as their 
tongues. They were beating wet linen upon smooth fiat 
stones, laughing and chattering to each other in Breton. 

T^phany squeezed some colours upon her palette, 

The Face of Clay, 10 
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and then smiled half-deprecatingly at an ever-increasing 
reluctance to begin work. A delicious languor pervaded 
this cool, sequestered spot: the more irresistible because 
others had to toil, whereas T^phany could take her ease. 
Accordingly, she sat down upon a mossy bank, dreamily 
kbsorbing the scents and sounds of this comer of AV- 
cadia. The girls nudged each other and giggled. Doubt- 
less Mademoiselle was thinking of the handsome young 
man with whom sh^ had danced the gavotte at Riec 

A few yards up the river the water was streaming 
in a miniature cascade over a mill-dam. It was here 
that a girl had been found drowned. Whether the 
poor creature had met death by accident or design 
stirred the tongues of the gossips. T^phany remembered 
quite well that the grove of oaks behind the dam in 
which the girl had last been seen alive had earned an 
evil reputation. The drowned girl — so it was said at 
the time — met the Ankou face to face, just where the 
oaks threw their blackest shadows. . . . 

Tephany called to M^re le Beuz. 

"You knew poor S^raphine Coadic?" 

M^re le Beuz looked up. 

"Ah, yes; the unfortunate! Well, by the blessing of 
God S^raphine was buried in holy ground." 

"And if she had not been so buried?" demanded 
Tephany, scenting one of the innumerable legends con- 
cerning the dead. 

"The Vannetais people believe that those unfortunates 
who are drowned and whose bodies are not recovered 
become evil spirits, who mock the living. You may hear 
them wail at twilight: *Iou — lou — louf" 

The girls, Rozenn and Francine, crossed themselves. 
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"If you answer back," continued M^re le Beuz, not 
unmindful of the impression she was making, "the evil 
spirit, le berger de nuit, the Vannetais call it," again the 
girls crossed themselves, "divides with one huge bound 
the distance between you and it; if you answer baqk 
twice, it leaps again still nearer; if you answer for the 
third time, it breaks your neck!**^ 

"You have faith in that, ma tanie?" 

M^re le Beuz shrugged her broad shoulders. 

"Ma Done/' she replied with emphasis, "true or 
not, I should not be such a fool as to answer back more 
than once." 

T^phany turned to one of the girls. 

"And you, Francine, do you believe in the Ankou?" 

Thus addressed, Francine's brown cheeks flushed. 
The girl beside her laughed nervously. 

"Do I believe in the Ankou?" Francine repeated 
the question to gain time. "Why, no. Mademoiselle. 
That," she shrugged her shoulders, "is an old wives* 
tale. I do not believe in any such rubbish." Then, as 
her companion gave an expressive gasp of incredulity, 
she added sharply: "Rozenn believes in the Ankou, 
Mademoiselle." 

"Thou liest," said Rozenn calmly. T6phany laughed. 

A sharp verbal encounter followed, each girl accusing 
the other of superstition and credulity. M^re le Beuz 
exclaimed in a loud, authoritative voice: "Hold your 
foolish tongues, both of you! Old wives, as you say, 
believe in the Ankou, and old wives are wiser than 
young maids." 

"And old widows wisest of all," pouted Rozenn, who 
began to beat her linen very hard. 

IP* 



148 1H£ PACE OP CLAV. 

T^phany laughed again, reflecting that the rising 
generation in Pont-Aven had not changed much. Hear- 
ing the sound of voices raised in hot discussion, the 
children had scampered up to stand in a solemn row in 
front of the women. At the grim name, AnkoUj each 
little face had assumed a mysterious immobility, as if 
stiffened into terror. One tiny girl, a baby of five, but 
dressed like a woman, put fat fingers into her round 
eyes. T^phany comforted her with a sou. The child's 
sister, a tall, lanky girl, with a distressing cough, said 
hoarsely: "Mademoiselle, I, yes I, have seen Pot Scoutan." 

"Who hasn't seen Pot Scoutan?" cried the other 
children. 

Pot Scoutan, accounted for as a purely natural 
phenomenon, is a marsh light frequently seen hovering 
near the mud flats and moorland of the estuary, but the 
credulous believe it to be a spirit of evil. Again Tephany 
reflected that if the men of Pont-Aven had abandoned 
the picturesque bragous bras and embroidered jacket, 
their minds certainly were still swathed in the legends 
and traditions of the ancient province. Then she picked 
up her palette, and asked the fat-fingered little diild if 
she would pose. 

"And me, too," urged the lanky sister. "See, Made- 
moiselle, I will take the little one in my lap, and you 
can make a beautiful picture of us, and call it Maternal 
Love." 

"Thou art an original," said Tephany, struck by the 
girPs quickness of wit Possibly she was repeating some 
phrase heard from the mouth of an artist "I will try 
to draw the little one. Sit by her and keep her still!" 

A minute later she was at work. The child was 
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posed with her back against a beech trunk; the sister 
murmured endearing phrases in her rasping voice: "Oh, 
how good thou art! What an angel — so quiet, so pretty! 
The Holy Mother will bless thee, and Mademoiselle will 
give thee sous. We shall eat cakes, thou and I ■" 

The sun was now approaching the zenith. The 
wonderful June glow, which Michael was trying to ' re- 
produce, fell softly upon the pool. Out of the shadows 
where T^phany was drawing,, looking past the silvery 
trunks of the beeches, one could see a golden haze 
scintillating above the water. The women had washed 
their linen, and were spreading it out upon the grass in 
the field between the poplars and the pool. The tiny 
model fell asleep. 

"Don't wake her," whispered T^phany. "I'll make 
another sketch." 

The elder sister nodded, and closed her own eyes. 

Presently, into this earthly paradise strolled Carne, 
whistling gaily. He had found nothing to attract him, 
and in Consequence was returning to his studio. His 
whistling woke the child, and put to flight T^phany's 
peaceful thoughts. Slightly exasperated, she told her- 
self that the Californian was a disturbing element. He 
and his restless nation permitted nobody to work in 
peace. Carne greeted her cheerily, and looked at her 
drawing. 

"Terribly bad," said T^phany. 

"But, by the prophet! you've caught the feeling. 
Dash it all, why didn't I join you earlier? Now the 
morning's gone. What a cute kid!" 

"Cute? That's the last word I'd use." 
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"The cunningest little darling!" He had not heard 
Tdphany's muttered criticism. 

"Cute? Cunning? How very American you are, 
Mr. Carne!" 

This time he paid attention, regarding her sharply, 
sensible of a note of petulance in her voice. 

"Why, of course," he answered seriously. "You don't 
blame me, do you, for being an American?" 

"Oh, you can't help it" 

"Pm very proud of it All the same, I ratlier flatter 
myself that I don't rush madly about waving the star- 
spangled banner." He smiled with sudden perception 
of her mood. "But I've rushed in here, I see, inoppor- 
tunely. Forgive me!" 

He looked so sincerely sorry that T^phany melted at 
once. 

"Sit down, and tell me my mistakes." 

"You mean it? I'll run if you say so. I know what 
it is to have tactless bores blundering in upon one." 

"Sit down," repeated Tephany, moving her skirts. 

The young man laughed gaily, and flung himself 
beside her. Instantly, he seemed to become part of the 
scene, and not the least part His exuberant vitality, 
his youth and good looks, manifested the very spirit of 
Spring. Tephany listened to his criticisms, but her eyes 
took note of his cool, clean, grey clothes, his spotless 
linen, his general air of freshness and sanity. The model 
showed signs of being tired, despite the encouragement 
of her sister. 

Came said in French: 

"Thou hast posed to perfection, my fat little hen, 
and thou must pose for me." 
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The child nodded, but said nothing. 

"Whenever Monsieur pleases," the sister answered. 

Came eyed the thin, lanky, slovenly dressed creature 
with a slight frown. 

"Oh! you must come too, eh?" 

"Babette wouldn't come without me — would'st thou, 
my heart's delight?" 

Babette shook her head. And then followed a signi- 
ficant incident Smiling confidently, Came began to 
challenge the baby's interest and affection. Tephany 
listened to the pleasant inflections of his voice, wonder- 
ing whether the tiny woman could resist him. 

"Babette isn't afraid of me*' He held out his hands. 
"Oh, no, no. And if Babette comes to me I will give 
her goodies, and perhaps a lovely coif. Come, my 
chicken, come." 

"Not without n^e," said the sister stubbomly. 

T6phany felt that a dud between two wills was 
about to take place. Which would win — the vigorous, 
clever man, or the frail, ignorant peasant? 

Blandishment fell from the Califomian's lips. Babette 
showed dimples, but no inclination to move. 

"I might make you my own little gurl," said Came. 
"And if you lived with me you would eat white bread 
and galette every day, and play with a lovely doll, and 
sleep in a bed with blue curtains " 

"Babette would sooner remain in misery with me, 
Monsieur." 

"I would give thee a frock, white, such as girls, hig 
girls, wear at their first communion, and red shoes. 
Come with me, Babette 1" 

"She prefers to remain — in misery, with me." 
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Babette held out a pudgy hand to her sister, nodding 
solemnly. 

"Don't believe she understands," said Came dis- 
gustedly. 

"Ah, but she understands perfectly," exclaimed the 
sister. "Dost thou not, my angel?" 

Again Babette nodded, but her lips began to quiver 
and pout 

"That will do," said T^phany hastily. She gave her 
model some sous, and then, after an instant's hesitation, 
slipped a piece of silver into the lean hand of the sister. 

"You are good and kind," she said seriously. 
"Come here again to-morrow!" 

"May Mademoiselle be blessed a thousand times," 
said the girl fervently; She snatched up Babette and 
made off, throwing a triumphant, mocking glance at Came, 
for Babette was all smiles and dimples. Came, however, 
accepted defeat with true American fortitude. He 
laughed; but he added gravely: "You know, Miss Lane, 
Tm not often defeated." 

"Defeat is wholesome, sometimes," said T^phany. 
"Isn't it almost half-past twelve?" 

"Yes," said Came, consulting his watch; "and I'm 
famished." 

"Making love in vain has not taken away your ap- 
petite. Really, you were almost irresistible." 

"The hard-hearted little baggage!" 

"Be fair! You made no impression upon that dear 
little heart, because it is so soft." 

After breakfast, when T^phany, Mary Machin, and 
the Califomians were drinking their coifee under the 
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trees in front of the inn, Yannik appeared, carrying a large 
parcel of dolls. Johnnie Keats was the first to see her. 

"The peach for dessert, he drawled, glancing at Came 
out of the corner of his kind, whimsical eyes. 

"Phew-w-w-w!" Came whistled. 

Yannik came forward. 

She looked very pale, as if the long walk beneath 
the June sun, upon a day when there was not breeze 
enough to stir the tremulous leaves of the poplars, had 
tired her. But this expression of slight fatigue, of a 
weariness of the spirit, perhaps, rather than of the body, 
gave an added charm to her delicately modelled features. 
The fine nose, with its thin curved nostrils, indicated 
extraordinary sensibility and yet gentleness; the mouth 
beneath was very red, taking from the face any suspicion 
of ill-health. Her great lustrous eyes sparkled at the 
sight of T^phany, now dressed en demoiselle, and then, 
passing over both Keats and Mary Machin, shone steadily 
upon Carne, who was leaning forward, obviously sur- 
prised and delighted. Instantly, T6phany perceived that 
the lines and curves in Yannik's face had aroused a some- 
what similar enthusiasm as was aroused in him by the 
waving weeds and rippling curves of the pool in the Bois 
d' Amour. Quite unconsciously he welcomed what he was 
admiring with a warm, radiant smile. Yannik smiled 
too, her lips parting, slightly drooping at the comers, 
showing her small white teeth. 

"Here I am," she said simply, with a dignity not at 
all rare in Breton maidens. 

T^phany inquired after M^re Pouldour, and Keats 
greeted Yannik genially, begging her to sit down, offering 
her coffee or lemonade. She refused politely but shyly. 
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Then, Came, speaking for the first time, said positively: 
"The road is dusty, I am going to order you a grena- 
dine: you must drink it." 

When it came she drank it; but, as she was raising 
the glass to her lips, Carne lifted his glass of cognac. 

*'Yerr matt!" he said, which is Breton for "Here's 
luck!" 

Yannik smiled again slowly. 

"Yerr matt!" she replied. 

"Am I an impassioned optimist?" demanded Keats. 

"But you say she won't pose," whispered Carne. 

"Not for me. Try your luck, old man!" 

"She shall pose." 

Having drunk her grenadine, Yannik untied the 
parcel, and displayed with pride her dolls. She had 
brought six, and sold them at her own price — a modest 
one — in less than six minutes. Her object accomplishedi 
she rose to go amid general protestation. 

"I am wanted at home. Monsieur." 

It was curious that she addressed Came. 

"Don't be in such a hurry! It's not very kind of 
you when we want to help you, to be your friends." 

"Monsieur is very good." 

She cast down her eyes, blushing slightly beneath 
the intent glance of the young man. 

"My friend here," Carne indicated Johnnie, "tells me 
that you do not pose, as so many girls here do." 

"Pose? No, Monsieur." 

T^phany remembered the "Never!" which had burst 
from her lips the afternoon before. 

"Why not, Yannik?" 

As he pronounced her quaint name, his voice softened 
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delightfully. Mary Machin beamed at him; Johnnie Keats 
grinned sympathetically; only Tephany looked grave. 

"Why not, Monsieur? " She shruggged her shoulders, 
and played nervously with her apron. 

"Have you a good reason?" 

"Not a reason that Monsieur would call good, per- 
haps." 

"For a few sittings, just the head and hands, I would 
pay more than you make over a dozen dolls." 

Yannik did not reply. Her eyes left the speaker's 
eager face, and wandered across the street 

"Ah!" she exclaimed, cleverly changing the subject, 
"there is Monsieur Ossory." 

The others glanced round. Michael was coming out 
of Barbarin's shop, where tobacco and artists' materials 
are sold. 

"Do you know Monsieur Ossory?" Tephany asked 
in some surprise. 

"Do I know him? but perfectly." She blushed 
slightly, and added: "My cousin, Leon Bourhis, looks 
after his boat at Ros Braz." 

Michael, seeing ^the ladies, lifted his cap, and was 
passing on, when Came hailed him: 

"Say, Ossory! Won't you join us?" 

Michael hesitated, meeting T6phany's eyes, reading 
in them a curious entreaty. Then with a slight shrug 
of his broad shoulders, he crossed the street Carne 
pressed him to drink a cup of coffee or a liqueur. 
Michael refused both, but accepted a cigarette. 

"This young woman says she knows you," said 
Came. He indicated Yannik, who greeted Michael de- 
murely. "If you have any influence with her, persuade 
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her, like a good fellow, to give me a sitting or two; just 
head and hands." 

"Will you pose for Monsieur?" said Michael. 

"Already I have said *No.' " 

"Does your grandmother object?" said Came. 

"Grand'm^re? She might object, Monsieur, but it 
is I," she spoke decisively, "I, you understand, who 
object." 

Michael, eyeing the girl keenly, nodded. He made 
no attempt to weaken her resolution. Miss Machin di- 
vined — or said that she did so afterwards — that Michael 
was pleased at her refusal. Yannik smiled gravely, 
thanked everybody, and took her leave. Carne, flushed 
with exasperation, muttered something to Keats. 

"She couldn't have resisted you a minute longer," 
the Satellite said. "She ran from temptation." 

"What fools some of these girls are about posing!" 
said Carne angrily. "And most of them won't take off 
as much as the coif." 

"Fm delighted to hear it," said Machie. "Of course, 
with professionals it's different, although, personally, I 
prefer draped figures even when it's a question of por- 
traying goddesses. And I can't think of these nice mo- 
dest maidens of Pont-Aven without their coifs." 

Carne smiled at Tephany, indicating by a slight 
shrug of his shoulder his amusement and polite con- 
tempt. But, to his astonishment, Tephany sided with 
her friend. 

"I agree with Miss Machin," she said emphatically. 
"My father never asked a Pont-Aven girl to take off her 
coif, and aball I tell you why?" 

"If you please," said Carne, "I shall be interested 
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to hear Mr. Lane's reasons for such a remarkable ab- 
stention." 

"He married a Bretonne, Mr. Carne. And he under- 
stood us. Speaking for my sex here, I tell you that any 
attempt to take from these simple girls what their natural 
modesty imposes would be regarded not only by me, 
but by every man or woman who knows anything of our 
race, as little short of — of sacrilege. Fbu'' — she turned 
quickly to Michael — "feel as I do?" 

Michael met her glance; then he said deliberately, 
" Yes." 

"Oh, that's all right" Came flushed scarlet, but 
he recovered his self-possession almost too easily, so 
T^phany thought "You see. Miss Lane, I had forgotten 
that you are of Breton blood. But you will allow me 
to add that I have known this thing, which you regard 
as sacrilege, come to pass in Brittany quite easily and 
naturally." 

"Have you made inquiries as to what happened to 
your models after you had finished with them?" 

"I am not speaking of myself," he answered. "In 
the cases I recall it was a business proposition. The 
girls were paid, and took the money gladly enough." 

"Perhaps," said T^phany. Then she added, very 
quietly: "In the Italian quarter, near Hatton Garden in 
London, there are to be found, living side by side, the 
plaster-cast sellers, the people who tell fortunes with 
birds, the organ-grinders, and the professional models. 
An organ-grinder won't marry a model, although the 
models earn more money. Even in London the posa>rt 
are regarded as pariahs. But here, in Brittany, girls 
who sell their modesty strip themselves of far more than 
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their clothes. So long as they live they will be regarded 
as outcasts, naked and ashamed.'' 

"But one must have models," said Keats. 

"Of course," Tdphany replied with asperity; "but I 
have no sympathy with artists who sacrifice ever3rthing 
and everybody to their art I have met men who re- 
garded the sufferings of Qirist upon the Cross as inspir- 
ing not the worship of the world but the masterpieces 
of the Renaissance." 

Carne passed his hand across his forehead; he was 
feeling warm, because, although he considered that Te- 
phany Lane was absurdly vehement, still he was parti- 
cularly anxious to win her good opinion. Accordingly 
he swallowed his resentment, and said amiably: 

"I'm really awfully sorry we got on to this subject, 
Miss Lane." 

At this T^phany held out her hand with a smile 
dimpling her cheek. 

"Mary Machin will tell you that my bark is worse 
than my bite; isn't it, Machie?" 

"How can I answer that?" Machie replied. "I have 
never been bitten by you, my dear; and you bark but 
seldom. Still" — she pursed up her lips reflectively — 
"I think your bite would be rather dreadful." 

"I am sure I should die of it," said the Cali- 
fomian. 

"After all, Clinton is not an Ingres," said the Sa- 
tellite. 

"An Ingres?" Miss Machin's fine blue eyes flickered 
with curiosity. "Who was Ingres?" 

"He painted La Source/* said Tephany. 

"Was he very wicked?" said Machie. 
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Keats and Came betrayed signs of uneasiness. In 
a harsh voice Michael answered Mary Machin: 

"It is said tliat he treated abominably the beautiful 
child who posed for La Source. She died in a hospital." 

Without another word, without saying "good-bye," 
Michael turned and walked away. T^hany, very pale, 
was sensible that he had spoken to her, although he had 
answered Mary Machin. Came and Keats rose and 
went into the cafe. 

Machie said placidly: "My dear, you were rather 
too severe with poor Mr. Came." 

T^phany nodded; then she said thoughtfully: "I 
spoke strongly, too strongly perhaps, and yet, Machie, 
my feeling on this subject is ten thousand times stronger 
than any words could be." 

"How very abrupt Mr. Ossory is! On this subject 
he feels as strongly as you do. When he answered me 
just now his hands were clenched. He spoke of that 
French painter as if he loathed him." 

"He loathed what he did," said T^hany slowly. 



y* 



V 



l6o THE FACE OF CLAV. 



CHAPTER X. 
CARNE. 

Can a man take fire in his bosom, and his dothes not be burned? 

During the fortnight that followed the ladies saw 
nothing of Michael. Upon the day after Yannik brought 
her dolls to Pont-Aven, T^phany wrote hini a short letter. 
She could not bring herself to climb Michael's stairs, 
although she knew that a minute's talk is better than an 
eternity of scribbling notes of explanation. Provided 
always that two persons understand each other. But 
did Michael understand her? Would any man of his 
character and temperament be able to sympathise with 
a weak woman? With profound humility, T^phany told 
herself that she was weak, inasmuch as she lacked the 
strength to look facts squarely in the face. That absurd 
desire to wipe out a decade still dominated her. Pont- 
Aven, with its myriad associations, the warm June da3rs, 
the exuberant life in the woods and fields, the people 
with whom she talked freely, listening to their simple, 
primal loves — these things called aloud with clarion 
voice, bidding her enjoy the passing hour. Is it putting 
the case too strongly to add that what drove poor M^re 
Pouldour to strong drink drove T^phany also to a 
Bacchanalian licence of the imagination? The intoxi- 
cating thrill which she experienced as she joined in the 
dance at Riec would have proved a merely agreeable 
flutter of youth and high spirits, had it not been pre- 
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ceded by hours of poignant suffering. Her sympathy, 
her capacity for pain enhanced, as it always, does in re- 
action, her passionate desire to be happy. The stampede 
from shadow into sunlight was thus explained to Michael 
in a score of lines. He replied the same day, writing 
his answer in pencil upon a sheet of drawing-paper: 

"If you tldnk that I dare to reproach anyone ex- 
cept myself, you are mistaken. Accept all the gods 
give. I am going to Douarn^nez for a couple of weeks. 
After that let us meet as soon as possible. Your kind- 
ness, your generosity, has been to me as a benediction. 
I am ravenous for the crumbs of your friendship." 

When Michael left Pont-Aven he seemed to take the 
fine weather with him: but T^phany welcomed the 
change from azure skies to flying wracks of clouds. 
Rain came down in torrents: then the strong west wind 
blew mightily, and the great ocean rose up in wrath to 
meet it After a storm of twenty- four hours the ele- 
ments patched up a truce. The wind dwindled away 
into a breeze; the huge clouds were split up into filmy 
transparencies of vapour; the roar of the waves sank 
into an attenuated moan. 

As soon as the skies partially cleared T^phany put 
on a stout skirt and walked to the fishing village of Ros 
Braz, where M^re Pouldour lived, a hamlet perched 
upon a high bank of the estuary, approached firom Pont- 
Aven by a path winding over the moorland through 
thickets of gorse and broom and scrub -oak, with here 
and there a farmhouse surrounded by orchards and 
fields of rye and oats still vividly green. 

M&re Pouldour*s cottage overlooked the estuary and 
the wooded slopes beyond which encompass the chdteau 
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of Poulguen, a small castel of the fourteenth century. 
The cottage was built of granite. Blue-green shutters 
gave a charming note of colour to its grey walls , and a 
vine clambered towards a roof of small red tiles. In 
the tiny garden, surrounded by a neatly-trimmed haw- 
thorn hedge, stood a fine fig-tree; oaks overhung the 
water, where the fishing-boats lay at anchor waiting for 
fine weather. They were big clumsy boats, painted 
black, with a thin blue, or yellow, or green line running 
below the taflrail. From their masts fluttered the pale 
blue sardine nets, whose heavy corks accentuated the 
aerial delicacy of their texture These nets, to T^phany, 
indicated certain characteristics of the fishermen who 
used them. The men were solid and strong as their 
boats, with faces and hands burnt red-brown like the 
sails, but in their square heads were fancies light as 
these gossamer webs, and as easily destroyed. 

Tephany smelt the pungent odour of seaweed, the 
goemon collected by the w^omen and used to manure the 
fields, and also the healthy reek of tar, as she passed 
through M^re Pouldour's garden, and knocked at the 
door. It was opened by the old woman, slightly blear- 
eyed and unsteady, but quite sober. She welcomed 
Tephany effusively, apologising for what had passed at 
Riec, mumbling her thanks, and breaking off" into ex- 
clamations at Mademoiselle's grace and beauty and 
goodness of heart. Very thankfully Tephany noted that 
the interior of the cottage had not changed. Poverty 
occupied it, but poverty had not yet been driven to sell 
its furniture. The big lit-clos filled one side of the room ; 
the black polished surface of the oak reflected the pale 
shafts of light from the small window opposite. To the 
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left was the hiige fireplace, the wide hearth in front of 
which Pouldour and his stalwart sons had sat, night 
after night, year after year, throughout the winters, 
letting their saturated dothes dry upon their bodies. 
An oak table, much polished also, stood in the centre 
of the room, with a rude bench beneath it, no longer 
used now that the men were dead; above the high 
mantel, in a tiny niche, was a figure in fafence of the 
Virgin. In a corner, standing on end, was a cider 
barrel; a dock ticked solemnly beside it Everything 
was scrupulously clean and neat, and upon a small table 
near the witidow Tephan/s eyes caught a shimmer of 
silk and cambric, the raw materials of Yannik's handi-^ 
craft 

"Where is Yannik?" she asked presently. 

At once the grandmother broke into a torrent of 
quavering speech, partly French, partly Breton: "A 
Monsieur, a very handsome, kind gentleman, had walked 
from Pont-Aven upon the day of the big storm. He 
had arrived wet to the skin. An artist-painter, to be 
sure. And he had persuaded Yannik to sit to him in 
the shed out yonder. Not without difficulty — Ma Done 
— for Yannik was of the most respectable, and some of 
the Pont-Aven girls who posed for the gentlemen were 
— well, Mademoiselle knew about them. But the 
Monsieur had entreated, and he had a way, hein'^ 
Finally, Yannik said — Yes, for the head and coif only. 
And, after all, who would be the wiser? The cottage 
was isolated. Yannik refused absolutely to go to Pont- 
Aven. And Monsieur had a heart of gold, and gold 
too in his purse, which was so convenient 

And so on, interminably. 

II* 
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T^phany listened, slightly flushed. She was sensible 
that this tale had annoyed her; and yet she could not 
^lame Came, nor the girl, nor the old woman, who, 
sober, adored the grandchild, standing — how frail an 
obstacle I — between herself and misery. 

''We will go and see them," said M&re Pouldour. 
<'I pop in and out to crack a joke with Monsieur. He 
is charming, Mademoiselle, so frank, so gay, and so 
clever with bis brush." 

T^phany followed her out of the cottage, down a 
flagged path upon which the old woman's sabots clat- 
tered noisily, and into a shed used in years gone by as 
a place for drying nets and sails. 

"Miss Lane!" 

Carne came forward, smiling. 

"You see^" he said, indicating Yannik, who was 
blushing, "I gained my point, after all; not without 
difficulty, I can assure you." 

"Fat five-franc pieces," said T^phany, 

"Yes — backsheesh," he laughed. "And why not?" 

"May I look at your canvas?" 

"Oh, certainly, but " His expressive face 

clouded. Then he grumbled: "I never found a more 
fascinating study, but IVe bungled ever3rthing shockingly. 
I am ashamed, positively, that you should see the extent 
of my failure." 

T^phany spoke first to Yannik, who answered in 
monosyllables, with an air of conscious guilt, at once 
piteous and yet comical to behold. 

"If I could only catch that," said Came, indicating 
her pouting, timid, alluring bashfulness. "The little 
witch thinks she's committing a deadly sin." 
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T^phany nodded, smiled encouragingly at Yannik^ 
and then turned to the easel. 

"But it promises well," she said. "It's very odd, 
you know, but " 

"Yes, Miss Lane?" 

"You go to work as Michael Ossory does.** 

"You couldn't pay me a higher compliment But 
when have you seen him at work on the figure? Oh, 
of course, long ago. And why he gave it up heaven 
only knows 1" He broke off abruptly, intent upon his 
own work. Here, again, he revealed the curious likeness 
to the elder man which had struck T^phany from the 
first He continued, interjectionally, as Michael used to 
talk when he was acutely interested: "Now, that is not 
bad, is it? But the passage just below — oh, horrible! 
And already I've scraped it out a dozen times. If you 
look closely — Yannik, hold your chin a bit higher — no, 
no, NO!" He rushed at her, took her chin delicately 
between the tips of his fingers, and adjusted the pose. 
Yannik blushed at his touch, but did not resent it 
Game was staring at T^phany. "You see, there's a 
shadow quite dearly defined, with sharpest edges. That 
must be put in with one firm stroke of the brush. It's 
maddening." He seized the palette, concentrated, as it 
were, all his powers of mind and hand upon the stroke 
and laid it on the wet canvas. 

"Bravo!" exclaimed T^phany. 

"I believe I've got it You inspired me. Well, I 
sha'n't paint any more to-day. Perhaps you will allow 
me to walk back with you? Yes? That will be 
delightful. Work's over, Yannik." 

She came forward shyly, and gazed at the canvas* 



N 
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M^re PouldoUr broke out into rather maudlin praise, 
which Came cut short 

"May I wash Monsieur's brushes?" asked Yannik. 

"My child" — his manner was fatherly — "you have 
never washed brushes." 

"I saw Monsieur do it yesterday. It seemed easy. 
Let me try." 

"It is very amiable of you." 

She took the brushes and moved slowly away. 

"To-morrow at nine-thirty sharp," Came called 
after her. 

"At nine-thirty, Monsieur." 

For some minutes T^phany and Came walked side 
by side without speaking, then the man said abmptly: 
"You will do Yannik a kindness and me a favour if 
you will not mention that she poses. I have told 
Johnnie, but the other fellows need not know. Natur* 
ally, you will mention the matter to Miss Machin^ who 
is discreet" 

"Is she? Well, I shall not mention it, even to her." 

"Are you angry with me. Miss Lane? I should be 
so sorry to incur your displeasure." 

"Angry? No. After all, it is additional grist for 
that poor little mill." 

"I shall make several studies," said Carne, warming 
again into enthusiasm. "The expression on her face 
is what I. have been hunting for a year past, and, of 
course, I want to keep her to myself. But it's princi- 
pally on Yannik's account that secrecy is expedient It 
seems she has a lover, the man who is in charge of 
Ossor3r's boat" 
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"A lover who objects to posing?" 

"He might object if he knew." 

''You have not persuaded her to keep it from him?" 

"No," he replied stiffly. "You appear to think me 
rather a cad, Miss Lane." 

"I beg your pardon, most sincerely," said Tdphany. 
"Did she, little Yannik, speak of her lover?" 

Carne proceeded to explain at length that he had 
obtained the information first from the grandmother^ 
and afterwards from Yannik herself. The lover was 
L^n Bourhis. Fisherfolk, in Brittany, marry without 
dowries, confident that the great Mother will provide 
fof them, or destroy. Except in the case of a fish 
famine, the Mother does provide, sometimes very gener- 
ously. L6on Bourlus, it seemed, had just returned from 
his five years' service in the na^^. Next year he hoped 
to be able to buy a share in a sardine boat; then he 
would marry Yannik. Carne added that he had met 
Bourhis, a fine fellow. 

"I shall make him like me," said the Californian; 
"and when he realises that I have proved a friend to 
Yannik and the old woman, and put some five-franc 
pieces into Yannik's stocking, he will laugh at the 
posing." 

"That is not certain," said T6phany. Then, very 
gravely, she concluded: "It is none of my business, Mr. 
Came, but I advise you to speak to this man, Bourhis, 
yourself. You have great persuasive powers, and you 
know how to use them." 

"Thank you," Came replied warmly; but he didn't 
say that he would act upon her advice. 

T^phany began to talk of subjects other than models; 
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Came joined in, eager to leave thin ice as soon as pos- 
sible. Insensibly, the lines upon T^hany's faoe relaxed 
ias she came under the spell of Game's pleasing voice 
and manners. From his name she had guessed that he 
had Celtic blood in his veins: a fact which subtly at- 
tracted her to him before they had exchanged half a 
dozen words on the first day they met Now, becoming 
very confidential, he spoke of his parents, of his up- 
bringing in that wonderful California, of his first meet- 
ing with his mistress. Art, of her ever-tightening grasp, 
and of the final wrenching asunder of the chains whidi 
had held him bond to the Almighty Dollar. T^phany 
learned that his grandfather, the founder of the family 
fortunes, had come out of the West of Ireland. This 
man, one of the pioneers, had worked his passage round 
the Horn in the forties. He had married, just before 
the discovery of gold, the daughter and heiress of a 
Spanish-Califomian ranchero, lord of many flocks and 
herds, a patriarch living upon an immense domain. 
Came described graphically the change in California, 
from the lotus-eating, pastoral life to the stupendous 
activities which the discovery of immense quantities of 
gold set in perpetual motion. His grandfather, evidently 
a man of sagacity and foresight, had resisted the voice 
of the siren calling the pioneers to abandon everything 
in the mad quest of the precious metal. He had been 
content to sell his fat beeves to the miners — beeves 
which, till that time, had been slaughtered for their 
hides and tallow; he acquired more land, he became a 
merchant, a banker, never a miner. And he died a 
millionaire, dividing his millions among half a dozen 
sons. Of these sons, T^phany inferred that Clinton 
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Game's father had shown the greatest executive ability. 
The son, however, spoke of his sire with respect rather 
than love— as a colossal force in a new country, bend- 
ing all things and all persons to his will. Tdphany 
divined what was lefl unsaid: the possible unscrupulous 
exercise of power, the undivided energies given to the 
accumulation of wealth, the indifference to everything 
which lay without the circle in which the autocrat reigned 
supreme. 

"When you went round the world," said Carne, 
'/surely you passed through San Francisco?'* 

"Yes," said Tephany. She remembered, now, hear- 
ing the name of Came; the Came mansion on Nob Hill 
had been pointed out to her. She spoke of it to the 
young man, adding wonderingly: "So you sacrificed that 
for this?" 

"Come, come, Miss Lane; you don't regard it as a 
sacrifice?" 

"Perhaps not; but your father Well, you did 

not slip easily through his fingers?" 

Came laughed gaily. 

"Fortunately, I have a mother," he said. 

At the word, T^phany's heart warmed to him. 

"Tell me about her, Mr. Carne." 

"She's the sweetest and best mother in the world." 

The mother, it seemed, belonged to one of the great 
Southern families ruined by the Civil war. From the 
mother Carne had inherited his love of culture, of colour 
and form, of beauty, wherever found. The mother had 
snatched this, her youngest bom, from the Moloch of 
business; she had persuaded the father to let him study 
in Paris; she had soaped the ways with infinite tact; she 
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had even made her giiin hndnuid admit that in the 
development of a new country the claims of Art could 
not be ignored, and that Art claimed the best. Finally, 
the father had given a reluctant consent 

''But when I made my first trip to Paris he said a 
word." 

"One can guess what it was." 

"Yes. He is the sort of man, Miss Lane, who 
holds failure to be the unpardonable sin. When I bade 
him good-bye he looked me up and down, very slowly. 
As a kid, that look gave me cold chills down the spine. 
'Clinton,' he said, 'your mother and you together have 
bested me, and I don't like to be bested. I sha'n't for- 
give you till you've proved that you're right and I'm 
wrong.'" 

"And now, after your success last year and this?" 

Carne shrugged his shoulders. 

"Old Blumenthal got my Nymph too cheap. And 
my father measures success, and rewards success, by 
what it fetches in dollars. Apart from my allowance, 
which is a good one, he told me that he'd double every 
cent I earned. Well," the young man laughed, "he 
hasn't been much out of pocket by that deal so far. 
And whenever he writes to me he takes pains to tell 
me what my brothers have done — confound them! Now 
— do you blame me for being so keen?" 

"No," said Tephany; "but" — she paused and finished 
her sentence with a slight emphasis — "I blame your 
father." 

The remaining days preceding Michael's return to 
Pont-Aven passed without incident. Tephany and 
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Machie sketched in the morning, either out of doors or 
in the studio, and in the afternoon made expeditions to 
the neighbouring villages and small towns. The weather 
remained uncertain, thereby proving a source of annoy- 
ance and of conversation to Mary Machin. Tephany, 
as truly Bretonne in this as in higher matters, accepted 
rain or sunshine philosophically. She preferred soft 
grey skies to blue, and contended that the fragrance of 
earth after a heavy shower was compensation in full for 
muddy boots and petticoats. Daughter of the wild 
moor, she drew nourishment from it where an alien 
might have starved. The mists drifting across the bleak 
pastures saturated her mind, softening much that the 
strenuous years had made hard, percolating into tiny 
crevices, finding there seeds of the past and quickening 
them into life and beauty. When the clouds impended, 
blotting out all colour and sparkle, she thought of the 
resplendent, omnipotent sun behind them. When its 
golden beams pierced the darkness her soul leaped to 
meet them, in wonder at the glory of them. Sensible 
as she had ever been of the variety and symbolism of 
nature's moods, their true meaning seemed to have 
escaped her till now, when she interpreted them not 
for herself, as heretofore, but for Michael, and for the 
suffering, the sin, the crime — she confronted the dread- 
ful word valiantly — of which Michael stood the self-con- 
fessed epitome. 

One afternoon, after a second visit to M^re Pouldour, 
Tephany, passing the small chdteau of Ros Braz, saw a 
notice on the gate, advertising the place as being "to 
let" for the summer season. The chdteau was sur- 
rounded by a shady, old-fashioned garden. After much 
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talk with Mary Machin, and bearing in mind that 
Yvonne's hotel would soon be uncomfortably full of Phi- 
listines, T6phany decided to take it for six months. 
The rent was absurdly small, the house comfortably 
furnished, and in the salon stood an excellent piano. 
T^phany had been forbidden to sing at all for six weeks. 
Then Sir Japhet had recommended a cautious trial of 
the vocal chords. As he had said, in his dear, trenchant, 
impossible-to-be-mistaken tones, the lesion would either 
yield to rest and treatment, or it would produce chronic 
induration. Already T^phany felt joyously assured that 
her throat was stronger: she could swallow food without 
any feeling of discomfort; she could talk at length with- 
out that burning sensation just below the tonsils. But 
Sir Japhet had insisted upon one point Under the most 
favourable conditions she must not dare to accept public 
engagements for several months. It will be remembered 
that the great man had named six, but he had hinted 
at twelve. And it was he also who suggested the selec- 
tion of a locality which — as he phrased it — previous ex- 
perience had demonstrated to be the most likely to 
fortify his patient's general health. 

Yvonne offered to provide a cook and a couple of 
maids. 

These things were duly laid before the approving 
Machie; but Tephany withheld another reason which 
urged her to take a house rather isolated and incon- 
veniently distant from butcher and baker. Michael re- 
fused to break bread beneath Yvonne's roof, nor woiild 
he pass her threshold. But Tephany felt assured that 
he would come, not often, perhaps, but always gladly, to 
Ros Braz. 
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CHAPTER XI. 
FURIC. 

In nature there are no rewards or punishments; there are con- 
sequences. 

The installation, at Ros Braz occupied fully the atten- 
tion of T^hany and Mary Machin during the following 
week. Upon the evening of the day when the ladies 
moved in from Pont-Aven, Michael returned. He looked 
the better for his visit to Douam^nez. 

"But I wish he would shave off that horrid beard," 
said Machie. 

The words echoed a similar wish in T^phany's heart, 
and when Michael called at Ros Braz, she said, "Will 
you do me a favour?" 

"Gladly, gladly." 

"Don't be rash I" 

In his old boyish manner, he exclaimed: "I am so 
grateful to you, T^phany." He glanced round the garden, 
in which they happened to be standing, to make sure 
that they were alone; then he added gravely: "I would 
cut off a hand to serve you." 

"I believe you would," she answered, the colour 
coming into her cheeks. "All the same, it is not so 
certain that you will cut off your beard." 

"My beard? " He regarded her ruefully. 

"Yes. And your hair; and — and" — she plunged 
headlpng — "and smarten yourself up." 
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"Smarten myself up? What odd creatures women 
are!" 

"If it be odd to wish to see their friends at their 
best, women are odd. If I appeared on this lawn in'' 
— she eyed him critically — "in a shockingly shabby and 
soiled dress, with my hair falling over my face, and in 
positively disgraceful shoes, would it not annoy you?" 

"Perhaps," he growled, frowning. "But, after ship-t 
wreck " 

Tephany touched his arm gently. 

"I know that, Michael, but — to — please — me." 

"All right" He turned on his heel. 

This instant acquiescence, this flattering desire to 
obey what he regarded as a whim, stirred Tephany pro^^ 
foundly. 

"Michael!" 

" Yes." 

She approached him shyly. If her words were the 
words of a mature woman, her looks were those of a girl^ 

"I can guess," she murmured, "what you are think- 
ing, and you are wrong. When you deliberately" — she 
confronted his eyes bravely — "set about changing the 
old Michael, you thought, perhaps, that a different face 
staring at you whenever you looked in the glass " 

"Looked in the glass," he repeated. Tephany smiled* 

"Obviously you have not looked in the glass," she 
amended. "Let me begin again. When everything con- 
hected with the old Michael became hateful " 

"Yes, yes." 

"You changed him outwardly " 

"As he was changed inwardly." 

She shrugged her shoulders in delicate protest. 
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"Still, you remain Michael Ossory, and what you 
have done, good or evil, is part of you — and imperish- 
able." 

"That is tremendously true," he answered. 

"Because it is true, is it not madness to rebel? You 
have shrunk from yourself, Michael?" 

"Yes." 

"And yx)u have tried to turn yourself into another 
man, a hermit, ^<?«? You have thought — if I hurt you, 
forgive me — that because you have sinned you must put 
on sackcloth and carry a face of mourning. You have 
rushed out of the sight of God and man. Let me finish! 
I have not your brains, but even my intelligence tells me 
that you are illogical. You are you; and if you have 
mutilated yourself in the past, is that a reason to mutilate 
yourself in the present? Has suffering — I know how 
deeply you have suffered — taught you that? I don't ask 
you to try to become more like the old Michael out of 
mere whim." 

"If it were possible " 

"It is possible." 

They were silent, T^phany wondering whether she 
had penetrated the crust; Ossory, on his side, turning 
over her words, weighing them, resolving them — using 
the verb in its chemical sense — into their elements. Was 
T^phany right in believing that sin might form accretions 
upon the soul comparable indeed to such excrescences 
and rugosities as appear upon a neglected body? For 
the first time, since sin and its consequences had over- 
powered his finer sensibilities, he began to see, very 
dimly, that all sin, all suffering, whether great or small, 
must be subject to a divine statute of limitations. Man 
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aJone, not God, dares to pronounce his brother man 
hopelessly bankrupt Michael drew a deep breath. 

"You mean this," he said slowly: "ten years ago I 
lost, let us say, the sight of one eye, and ever since I 
have refused to see with the other?" 

"I mean just tiiat'* 

"T^phany, you have been, you are, a true friend to 
me." 

Next day he presented himself at Ros Braz, shaved. 
He looked so like the old Michael that Tephany had 
some difficulty in suppressing a cry of astonishment 
His face was singularly well-balanced, strong yet refined, 
^ith features delightfully irregular, but not, as is so often 
the case, exasperatingly contradictory. It was a real 
pleasure to see once more such a firm yet delicately- 
modelled chin. And the clean-shaven skin had that fine- 
ness of texture and clearness which only youth or a re- 
nouncing of the flesh-pots will give. Michael lived upon 
the plainest food, and in tiie open air. With the change 
in his appearance was a change, too, in manner. Once 
he laughed with an echo of the whole-souled mirth of 
other days. Tephany laughed with him, but the tears 
were near her eyes, because, in spite of the change, 
those other days seemed so remote. 

He came often to Ros Braz, because his boat was 
there, and he spent long hours upon the sea; but he 
seldom passed through the cMteau gates. When h& did 
call upon the ladies he always seemed loath to leave 
them. Tephany noticed, too, that he talked more to 
Mary Machin than to herself. This, however, was not 
surprising, for Machie's sympathy, her kindliness, her 
belief in the goodness of otiiers, her sensibility, were 
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always, so to speak, on tap. T^phany, on the other 
hand, had moods when the prattle of Johnnie Keats 
bored her; when Carne, with his western vitality and 
energy, exasperated her; when the talk, invariably end- 
ing and generally beginning with success in Art, seemed 
hopelessly banal and tiresome. Michael never took part 
in these disquisitions, but he listened attentively enough 
to Game, with the half-mocking smile which provoked 
the Californian to reassert his theories with greater 
emphasis and in a louder voice. One day Carne said 
angrily to Tephany: "Ossory has failed, and therefore 
he thinks that success is not worth having." 

Whereupon Tephany replied drily: "I don't think 
you look much below the surface, Mr. Carne.". 

"Perhaps it is as well that I don't," he retorted. 
"Unpleasant things underlie failure sometimes." 

She divined that he was jealous of her friendship for 
^fichael, and made albwances for him. At times, he 
attracted her in a way that troubled her peace of mind. 
His love-making was charming: what all love-making 
should be in its first stages. He brought her flowers 
and books, he was able to anticipate her whims, he 
planned pleasant excursions. Machie was never tired of 
singing his praises. Had he not persuaded M^re 
Pouldour to give up strong drink? Was he not a 
devoted son, writing long letters to his mother regularly 
once a week? Had he not ideals, culture, refinement 
rare indeed with most young men, and with these ex- 
cellent qualities the strength to protect, the tenderness to 
cherish, an unprotected woman, alone in the world? 

It would be absurd to deny that Machie's words 
produced an effect T^phany's break-down had given 

The Face of Clay, I ? 
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her pause; it conducted her to an accounting, to the 
striking of a balance. If she lost her voice, what would 
become of her? She had saved, it is true, a couple of 
thousand pounds; she had her small income; she could 
attain reputation as a teacher of singing. But the woman 
in her turned in dismay from a future to be lived alone, 
barren of triumph, of excitement, in some placid back- 
water of life. And if she regained her voice, what then? 
Her perception, her power of self-analysis, told her that 
the greatest triumphs of her profession would not suffice 
without other things. When money first came to her, 
she had thought a thousand times how sweet it would 
be to share it with Michael: the Michael who was too 
proud to approach her: the Michael to whom she must 
go: the Michael whose failure should be redeemed and 
glorified by her love. 

But the old Michael had loved somebody else, and 
the new did not want her, save as a friend. He was 
even willing that she should marry another. The con- 
sciousness of this bit deep into her mind. 

To make certain of Michael's indifference, she feigned 
a greater interest in Came than she felt Machie accused 
her of flirting. 

"And the young man needs no encouragement,'* said 
Machie, very severely. "He wears his heart upon his 
sleeve, poor fellow! You ought to take him, Tephany, 
or send him about his business.*' 

"His love-making does not interfere with his business,'^ 
Tephany replied. 

This was true. Every morning and all the morning 
was spent by Carne at Ros Braz. He showed Tephany 
his studies of Yannik's head, and said that they wer^ 
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the best work he had ever done, and that T6phany had 
inspired him to the effort of his life. He added that 
he had acted upon her advice in regard to the taking 
of L^n Bourhis into his confidence. Fisherman and 
painter were upon the best of terms; Bourhis was willing 
enough that Yannik should pose for so amiable, so 
gentil a monsieur. Here again Tephany realised, with 
a curious misgiving," Game's power of imposing his will 
upon others, and winning their affection against odds« 
Bourhis was a fair type of the Breton fisherman — simple, 
loyal, honest, yet capable of fiercest passion and jealousy. 
Tephany wondered how the prejudice of such a one 
had been overcome. Bourhis himself enlightened her. 

"Monsieur has been goodness itself," he told Tephany. 
"He came to me like a comrade. ' Mon brave/ he 
said, 'you want to marry the best and prettiest maid in 
Finist^re. I know all about it, and I wish you luck. 
When is the marriage? I must assist, mark you.' That 
is how he spoke to me, Mademoiselle, with a smile and 
a shake of the hand. And then I said that we must be 
patient, and he laughed — a laugh that warmed the 
heart, look you. And then he offered to help. He 
said that he wanted to paint Yannik's head, and that 
the old woman was willing. And it seems, Mademoiselle, 
that Monsieur is in love himself — oh! he is not cold, 
that one! — yes, passionately in love with a demoiselle; 
but he. won't ask her to marry him till he has painted 
a great picture — and if Yannik can help him to paint it, 
and if he can pay the money which . will hasten our 
marriage — why not — why not?" 

"Why not?" repeated Tephany, blushing. Then, 
feeling her blood w^rm with r^s^tmept against Game's 

la* 
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reference to herself, she said, with an acerbity wasted 
upO(i Bourhis: 

"It is strange that Monsieur Carne should have told 
you his secret." 

"Secret, Mademoiselle? It is no secret, or I should 
not have spoken to you about it. Monsieur is not 
ashamed of being in love; he is proud of it It is like 
that with men. Everybody knew that I adored Yannik 
long before I told her so. The maids hide their hearts, 
Mademoiselle, not the men." 

After this, T^phany was kinder to Came, because 
she was conscious that she had not been quite fair to him. 

About a week later Came told her, with an accent 
of triumph, that he had persuaded Yannik to take off 
her coif. She had masses of the loveliest hair a-gleam 
with indescribable tints, which Came transferred to his 
canvas with enthusiasm. When T^phany said to M6re 
Pouldour, "How did Monsieur persuade Yannik?" the 
grandmother answered chuckling, "Lton and I persuaded 
Yannik, Mademoiselle; and Monsieur has a tongue like 
running water." 

T^phany nodded, saying nothing. Yannik blushed 
when she saw her, and looked down somewhat shame- 
facedly. T^phany eyed her keenly, making no protest, 
yet sensible that the girl was in troubled waters. As 
she was turning away Yannik cast an appealing glance 
at her: a fluttering, helpless look which loosened Tephany's 
tongue. 

"What is it?" she asked gently. 

"Oh, Mademoiselle, you are angry with me for tak- 
ing off my coif, but indeed I could not help it" 

"It is not easy to say *No.' " 
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"But why should I say *No,* Mademoiselle? If he 
paints my face, why shouldn't he paint my neck and hair? " 

"You have taken off your collar, too, then?" 

At once Yannik assumed a slightly defiant expression. 

"Grand'm^re insisted, to oblige Monsieur." 

"Well, Yannik, you will be married the sooner." 

Again the expression in the pretty face changed. 
Defiance melted into perplexity. She shrugged her 
finely modelled shoulders. 

"Monsieur Came has been very generous," said 
Tephany. 

"Oh, yes. But " Yannik hesitated, then with 

passion she continued: "He gives the big pieces to 
grand'm^re, and she spends them — — " 

"Not on drink?" 

"On masses for tiie souls of my father and uncles." 

"Oh!" 

Dismay provoked the exclamation. 

"IA)n would be angry if he knew," added Yannik; 
but immediately afterwards she said with resignation: 
"And yet, if — if they died unshriven after mortal sin, 
perhaps, grand'm^re is right, and I am selfish to think 
of myself." 

"I will speak to your grandmother, Yannik." 

"Mademoiselle, she will be so angry because I have 
told you. You won't tell her or L^on? Promise me," 

Tephany promised, not without reluctance. The case 
presented extraordinary interest, because, in spite of her 
education, of her experience of the world, she could 
look at this sacrifice of Yannik's little dowry from the 
point of view of the grandmother to whom the souls of 
her sons who had perished at sea clamoured unceasingly 
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for such help as money alone could secure: She saw, 
<with distinctness y the old woman sitting at the door of 
her cottage, her fingers busy with her knitting, but her 
bleared eyes gazing across the smooth waters of the 
estuary at the terrible ocean out yonder. And the mist 
in those dim eyes was to T^phany as the mist between 
sea and sky, or as the mists between the here and the 
hereafter: impenetrable shadows behind which might 
shine most radiant light . . . 

Those who have the sympathy necessary to appre- 
hend T^phany's veneration for the faith which sustains 
Breton peasant and fisherman against outrageous fortune 
will appreciate the distress and perplexity aroused in 
her by this robbery of the living to pay for masses for 
the dead. "Let the living work in anguish, provided 
that the dead repose in peace." To attempt to con- 
trovert such a belief would be hopeless. Could the 
voice of any living person thrill like the chorus of the 
unburied dead? In the sob of the sea, in the wail of 
the wind, in tiie bay of a hound, in the dreary note of 
the curlew, M^re Pouldour heard and recognised the 
agonised invocation of her strong song. -^ 

Naturally enough, Tephany dreaded to enlist Michael's 
S5rmpathies. To speak to Mary Machin was to invite 
indignation, but nothing more potent than words; to 
appeal to Came meant an indirect violation of her pro- 
mise to Yannik. The young man, in his masterful way, 
would probably keep the money back in trust for the 
future Madame Lten Bourhis. The grandmother would 
vent fanatical rage on Yannik. Michael, however, might 
be induced to lay the matter before P6re Narcisse, who, 
albeit not M^re Pouldour's spiritual adviser, would doubt- 
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less strain a point to oblige Michael and to right a 
wrong. 

Nevertheless, T^phany was sensible of an increasing 
reluctance to speak to Michael on this subject In the 
light of subsequent knowledge, this unreasonable shrink- 
ing on her part to do a natural action possessed signi- 
ficance; but finally, after some procrastination, she walked 
to Pont-Aven and into Michael's studio, 

Michael was painting, and when T6phany came in 
he nodded, but went on with his work. A new model 
was posing, one of remarkable appearance: a type of 
the Breton rapidly becoming extinct, an amalgam of the 
Iberian and Celtic races oftener found in Morbihan than 
Finist^re. The man had long black hair and a beard, 
both streaked with white. Out of his sallow face shone 
a pair of dark-blue eyes, overshadowed by thick black 
brows. His features were massive. 

"This is Furic," said Michael. 

The model glanced at Tephany without movmg his 
head. Tephany spoke a few words in Breton, a kindly 
greeting. Immediately the Breton's harsh features softened, 
as he replied in the same tongue. 

"You are not of Finist^re," said Tephany. 

"No, Mademoiselle." 

"He came up from Belle-Isle in one of the tunny 
boats," said Michael. "Make him talk, if you can. He 
won't talk to me." 

Tephany asked a question in regard to his calling. 
The man answered with a monosyllable; then, he thawed 
into speech. He had served in the navy, and he seemed 
to know every inch of the northern and western coast 
of Brittany. T6phany became more interested in his 
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talk than his face. Each word indicated a survivor of 
the old race of passionately superstitious fishermen, who 
interpret everything connected with the sea according to 
an inexorable code of traditions handed down, orally, 
from prehistoric times. 

"You must have seen some terrible storms? " T^hany 
murmured. 

"Ah, yes. Mademoiselle; but I was never frightened." 

"Really?" 

"You see, I know I shall not be drowned." 

"You say — you know?*' 

"Certainly. At the moment I was born the moon 
was shining in a cloudless sky; it was high tide, also." 

"Therefore you cannot be drowned?" 

An ironical inflection informed Michael's voice. The 
man frowned. 

"I have been wrecked," he said defiantly, "wrecked 
three times. Once all the crew perished; I alone was 
left." 

T^phany nodded, thinking of Corentin, who was 
saved when her father and the rest of the crew were 
wrecked on the Concarneau reefs. 

"And once," continued Furic, addressing T^phany 
in sombre accents, "once. Mademoiselle, I was sitting 
with my old patron, in his house. We were drinking 
cider; making the most of the few hours before we sailed 
for Iceland. It was the i gth of February, Mademoiselle. 
Suddenly we heard a noise outside; a seagull was beat- 
ing its wings against the pane of the window. Lantec 
said, "Is that a sign for me or for thee?" I said, "It 
is not for me, mon vieux;" nor was it. Well, our boat 
was cut down by a steamer upon a foggy night in April, 
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and Lantec was drowned with half his crew. His body, 
of course, was never recovered, and his spirit returned 
to Paimpol. His sister has heard it calling, 'Ion — Ion 
—lou!'" 

"You believe that?" 

"Why, of course. It is the voice of Bugul Noz, the 

shepherd of the night. I, myself " He paused and 

a curious expression of terror flickered across his weather- 
beaten face. 

"Yes?'' 

"Nothing, Mademoiselle. Of course, I am a poor 
ignorant fisherman." 

Now he looked simply sly and obstinate. Michael 
said abruptly: 

"Paimpol? What took you, a Belle-Isle fisherman, 
tx) Paimpol and the cod-fishing?" 

The man shrugged his broad shoulders. 

"I had my reason," he answered moodily. "For the 
rest one must earn one's bread where one can. The 
tunny-fishing is a poor business at times." 

Shortly afterwards, Furic was dismissed. As Michael 
cleaned his palette, he said to Tephany: "I must tell 
you how I got that model. I met hini only yesterday. 
He came and offered himself as a model this morning." 

"How very odd!" said T^hany. 

"That is not all. Last night he got very drunk. 
And drunk, I can picture him as an unpleasant customer. 
At any rate , his patron and he fell out and came to 
blows. He ofi*ered to pose because he's out of a job." 

"He looks very wild," said T6phany. 

"That, of course, is the reason why I engaged him. 
1 shall make several studies of his head. If you want 



1 86 THE FACE OF CLAY, 

to draw him, you are welcome; he'll be at the studio 
from nine to twelve each day." 

''I came here to talk about something else/* said 
T^phany. 

"You are not in trouble?" Michael asked quickly. 

"I? No." 

Then, without preliminaries, she plunged into a state- 
ment of the facts. Looking at Michael she saw that his 
usually impassive face seemed to be much moved; he 
frowned heavily, and moved his hands with unmistakable 
irritation. At the end he said sharply: 

"It's abominable." 

"If you spoke to P^re Narcisse " 

"But I'm not thinking of the old woman. Let Came 
And another model." 

"But, Michael, he is so set on this one. He raves 
about her, just — well, just as you used to do." 

"P^re Narcisse would not interfere. I doubt if he 
knows the old woman; and he is a Breton; if you think 
the dead do not call to him " 

He shut his lips resolutely. When he opened them 
he added, in a different tone of voice: "Perhaps I shall 

be able to say a word to Carne, although you " 

. "Yes?" 

He smiled nervously, with a humorous twist of the lips. 

"I was about to add that a woman such as you are, 
T6phany, would touch levers out of my reach." 

Tephany's cheeks were unduly warm, as she an- 
swered quickly: "I shall not speak to Mr. Carne; I don't 
believe it would be any use." 

"But to please you — surely " 

"To please me?" She echoed his words disdain- 
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fully. "You advise me to put myself under obligations 

to a stranger, a foreigner " 

"Come, come — a stranger and foreigner?" 

"You know perfectly well what I mean. HHs ways, 

his ideas, his beliefs are strange and foreign to me." 

She spoke with such heat that the man watching 
her might well be excused for interpreting her agitation 
as confirmation of the speaker's interest in this stranger 
and foreigner. 

"Look here, T^phany, leave this matter in my hands. 
t'U think it over, and do what I can. I am not sanguine 
of doing anything." 

Tephany took her leave, angry with Michael, angry 
with herself, and angry with Carne, the original cause of 
the mischief. It was too late to return tQ breakfast at 
Ros Braz, so she joined the big crowd in Yvonne's din- 
ing-room, finding an empty chair next to Johnnie Keats, 
the one usually occupied by Came. Keats welcomed 
her warmly, inquiring after Mary Machin with much soli- 
citude. It was generally his part to talk with Mary and 
to criticise her water-colour drawings. He had quite 
made up his mind that Carne would marry T^phany^ 
and had settled, not without anxious thought, what sort 
of a wedding present to give. After breakfast, while 
they were drinking coffee in the garden at the back of 
the annexe, Keats began to speak, as usual, about his 
friend's work. 

"He's struck a bonanza, has Clinton. Well, he ad- 
mits now that I know a good thing when I see it. I 
said from the first that little Yanoik was a peach." 

Tephany held her tongue, wondering whether it 
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might be expedient to take the Satellite into her con- 
fidence. 

"Of course, he's shown you his latest study of her?'* 

"Yes." 

"Isn't it great?" 

"I was sorry Yannik had taken off her coif and her 
collar." 

"Clinton generally gets there in the end," said 
Johnnie. "It's extraordinary what a little way he has 
with him — and he is such excellent company. I don't 
know what I shall do without him. We've been chums 
since college days." 

"Why should you do without him?" T^phany de-' 
manded. She tried to keep asperity out of her tones, 
and failed. This assumption upon the part of every- 
body that Came had but to drop his handkerchief, to 
whistle one bar, and that she must flutter to him, was 
becoming exasperating. 

"Oh, I suppose he'll be settling down one of these 
days, Miss Lane." 

"Settling? I always imagine Mr. Came on the move." 

"Of course he'll go on and on till he gets to the 
very top of the tree. Why, I don't mind telling you 
that for the last three years I've kept his letters because 
they'll be wanted some day." 

"Are you going to write his biography, Mr. Boswell?" 

"I shall contribute letters and reminiscences," he 
replied imperturbably. 

"I don't like to see you grovelling at Mr. Carne's 
feet." 

"I do grovel — that is the word — in the presence of 
genius." 
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** Nothing has ever shaken your faith in your hero?" 

She was conscious, as she put the question, that 
Johnnie regarded her keenly. But he replied seriously: 
"Nothing.'* 

T^phany laughed, not ironically. Faith in anything 
quickened her interest and enthusiasm. None the less 
some imp prompted her to murmur: "You are very 
loyal, but if — ^just for the sake of argument — if he did 
something quite unexpected, something shameful " 

Keats nodded. Being a true son of the West, his 
humour rather liked to disport itself upon the grotesque 
and impossible. 

"Even if he took to cannibalism, Miss Lane, I should 
stand by him." 

"You would furnish the principal joint For that 
matter there are moral cannibals, who do devour their 
nearest and dearest Yes, you would let yourself be 
gobbled up." 

"Under certain circumstances^ it might be better to 
be gobbled up than to live on. Your moral cannibal, 
I suppose, puts his victims out of their pain when he 
swallows them." 

Very placidly, he lit a cigarette, and smiled at her 
through the circling clouds of smoke. 

At that moment Yvonne came into the garden to 
say a word to T^phany. 

"I have only just heard that you were here," she 
said, smiling maternally. "A compatriot of yours, a big 
man, well known, very distinguished, came last night 
He asked for you." 

"And his name?" said Tephany. 

"Bah! Those English names: " 
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"Sir Japhelt Smyth," Keats said quietly, "the doctor/' 

"Oh!" T^phany exclaimed. "Sir Japhet Smyth? 
Here?" 

Yvonne nodded: "In the salon, waiting to speak to 
you, when you are disengaged." 

T^phany rose at once, wondering what had brought 
the famous specialist to Pont-Aven. Within a minute 
the great mau was telling her. 

"I am taking my holiday slightly earlier this year,*' 
he said, "and spending it in Brittany. I remembered 
that you were at Pont-Aven. How is the throat? Better?" 

Tephany was touched by this solicitude, although 
she was quite imable to determine whether Sir Japhet*s 
interest was entirely professional or not In any case^ 
it was most kind of him to have remembered. Out of 
his consulting-room, he looked less formidable. She an- 
swered his questions. 

"Um!" 

"And your verdict. Sir Japhet ?" 

"I shall call at Ros Braz, and make an examination, 
if you will permit me. After that, I may be able to 
form an opinion. We shall see. You look well. Your 
native air agrees with you. Yours is a very remarkable 
case, you know. It has been on my mind." 

So the interest was professional, after all. 

"I prescribed quiet," continued Sir Japhet, stroking 
his chin, "because excitement, physical and mental, was 
the cause of the mischief. Singers ought always to be 
phlegmatic persons, and the successful ones generally 
are so. When may I call upon you?" 

"To-morrow morning, if you will be so kind."* 

Upon the morrow, he arrived with his dismal little 
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black bag full of shining instruments. The examination 
lasted some time, and was very disagreeable, and not 
painless. At the end of it, Sir Japhet allowed himself 
a reassuring smile. . ; 

"I think we shall do well," he said to Machie, who 
was present, "but public conveyances ought to be stoutly 
built This throat will never carry Wagner, for instance." 
Pleased that he ha4 sustained his simile, he added smil- 
ing: "A jinriksha throat, my dear Miss Machin, not an 
omnibus." 

"But you do think she will be able to return to the 
stage?" 

"If this marked improvement continues, certainly; 
but we must be careful, very careful." 

"When may I sing?" T^phany demanded. 

"I have made your throat rather sore, eh? Let time 
allay the slight irritation. Within d. few days, you may 
try some simple ballads. I intend to make Pont-Aven 
my head-quarters, more or less, for the next fortnight, 
so I shall have an opportunity of seeing you again. Be- 
fore I go back you can begin slight but regular practis- 
ing. I hope to hear you in La Bohime next season." 

"She has been so plucky and patient," said the en- 
thusiastic Machie, "Pm sure she deserves a reward." 

"Urti!" said the great man. "I am rather fond of 
quoting a maxim no doubt familiar to you: *In nature 
there are no rewards or punishments; there are con- 
sequences,' " 
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CHAPTER Xn. 
LA COTRILLADE. 

^tre avec ceux qu'on aime; 
Cela suffit. 

"Fine weather, Mademoiselle!" 

L^n Bourhis indicated with a gesture the calm 
waters of the estuary and the soft skies above — skies of 
a superlative beauty of form and colour radiant with 
atrial masses of filmy cloud. Much rain had fallen 
during the night, but such of the clouds as had not 
yet discharged their burden of moisture were moving 
majestically away in a southerly direction. Above the 
lemon-coloured strip of sky which divided them from the 
sea they displayed their imperial purple with edges 
sparklingly white, against the rain-washed blue beyond. 
To the north and north-west an opaline haze obscured 
the horizon. From this herald of heat, the filmy vapours 
above seemed to be retiring, not in rout, but in ex- 
cellent marching order, like well-disciplined cavalry, 
masking the retreat of the heavy battalions. The part 
of the estuary protected by high banks from the breeze 
was unruffled. The surface presented the appearance 
of an exquisitely polished silver mirror reflecting the 
trees of Poulguen inshore and the forms of cloud above. 

T^phany had accepted an invitation from Michael 
to visit the sardine fleet, now fishing off" Port Manech. 
Machie, always a wretched sailor, refused to accompany 
her friend. They set sail early. T^hany had not 
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.been alone with Michael since that day — more than a 
week ago — when she had lost her temper because he 
seemed so indifferent to the fact that M^re Pouldour was 
robbing Yannik. Afterwards, she told herself that 
Michael was not really indifferent, that he would inter- 
fere somehow, that she had not appealed in vain. For 
the moment, the situation at the cottage remained the 
same; or, if altered, the change was for the worse. 
Yannik looked pale and miserable; she avoided T6phany; 
she was not seen upon the small quay chattering with 
L^n. 

Michael took the tiller, while L^n and the boy 
busied themselves with the big brown sails. Tephany 
sat down beside Michael. Very abruptly he said: 

"I did what you asked. I spoke to P^re Nardsse. 
He admits, which is a good deal from him, that Yannik 
has been scurvily treated; but, as I supposed, he can't 
interfere. I am sorry I was not more successful." 
^ "Thank you very much," said Tephany, looking up 
gratefully. 

Michael, however, did not meet her eyes. He was 
staring at the distant horizon, at the fleet of boats dimly 
to be discerned in the offing. Lton stood up in the 
bows staring also in the same direction. Tephany, 
glancing from one man to the other, was struck by a 
curious similarity, not of form or feature, but of ex-^ 
pression. These were men of the open air, sons of the 
wind and sea, strong and vigorous as the element they 
both loved. And wind and sea, sun and rain, had 
placed upon each her unmistakable brand. 
• "You like this, Michael?" she asked. 

"Yes," he answered. 

The Face of Clay, 13 
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As they descended the river the ch^acter of the 
scenery began to change, as the sea asserted her 
dominion over the land. T^hany could feel its pulse 
—the throb of the tide on the turn. 

They passed a chdkt, built upon a point of rodcs m 
the centre of a small pine *wood between Port Manech 
and the ocean. The chdlet overlooked the mouth of the 
river, and just below the wood Nature, as if anxious to 
exhibit her sense of contrast, had liollowed out of huge 
masses of rock a delightful cove. H^re, the green grass 
of a meadow, oaks, and bracken, met a broad riband 
of the finest white sand, skirting a tiny bay as dear and 
as blue as that of Avalon in California. Micihael stared 
at the chdlet. T6phany followed his glance* 

" Fairyland!*' she exclaimed impulsively. 

**Yes," said Michael; then in a low voice he added: 
•*This is the cove where I painted that study — the one 
with the splintered masts and the dead sailor.^ 

T^phany turned aside her eyes. To change the 
subject, she said: 

"And how is that terrifying model of yours ?•* 

"Oh, Furic?" Immediately his tone lightened. He 
began to speak like the old Michael. "Well, the con- 
founded fellow left me to-day. He has gone off oa 
some mysterious pilgrimage. By the way, I have heard 
a good deal more about Bugul Noz, and Tm making a 
study illustrating the Breton pursued by some such 
phantom. You must see it, Tdphany." 

"I should like to see it Will you exhibit ilv 
Michael?" 

At once the fire and sparkle faded from his eyes 
and face. 
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*' Certainly not," he said abruptly. 

Leaving the estuary, they passed the bristling rocks 
of Port Manech. To the right, stretching north, lay the 
grim coast of Finist^e, the granite rocks upon which 
many a stout craft has been splintered. Upon this July 
day the summer seas seemed to be caressing them with 
a soft sibilant purr of satisfaction. L6on Bourhis pointed 
out the Gl^nans Islands — rose-coloured shadows melting 
in the haze of the horizon — where Yannik's father and 
uncles had lost their Uves, and then spoke sombrely of 
the Pointe du Raz and the Baie des Tr^pass^s. The 
boy, squatting at the foot of ^e mainmast, fixed his 
dark eyes upon the leaker's liace. 

''And fsurther noitih,'' said Bourhis, ''are the Islandi^ 
of the Dead" 

"Why were they called that?" T^hany asked. 

She knew the legend; but Ldon's voice had fascina- 
tion when he spoke of the folklore of his province. 

"Mademoiselle must have forgotten. The souls of 
the dead live in those islands. Ask the fii^ermen. More 
than one, ma Doui! has been summoned at night to 
to ferry the dead across, has felt the weight of the boat» 
deep down in the water, has strained at the oars, and 
then, as the keel touched the ^ore of the islands, the 
boat has been lightened, hecause the passengers have 
stepped ashore." 

The boy crossed himself. 

Bourhis went on to speak of King Gradkm and his 
daught^, of her fate, and the fate of the wicked dty of 
Ys, submerged for its sins, like the cities of the plain. 

"You believe this. Lion?" she asked. 

"Why, yes. Mademoiselle. Men have seen the toweis 

i3' 
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of the city, and heard the bells chime when the waters 
,of the bay are smooth and the moon is at the fiilL" 

By a strange coincidence, as the man was speaking 
the tinkle of a bell floated across the sea, the bell of 
Niv^z, so attenuated in sound that to T^hany it seemed 
indeed to be wafted from some enchanted city l3dng 
beneath the waters. And the coast, fading in the haze, 
became a shadowy land, far away, unreal, indefinable. 
Only the boat and the water across which she flew light 
as a petrel possessed substance and form. Out of the 
silence which succeeded the silvery note of the bell, 
Michael's voice came abruptly: 

"To these simple people" — he spoke in English — ^ 
f*the mystery of the unseen is as sweet as that bell." 

The fishing-fleet was now close at hand, and both 
Bourhis and the boy laughed gaily. 
- "The fish are there. Mademoiselle. You will see a 
pretty sight" 

As he spoke, he and Michael lowered the sails. An 
instant later, they nearly came alongside of one of th6 
fishing-boats. 

**The patron/* whispered Bourhis, "is going to sow* 
la rogue/* 

r In the stem of the boat, his fine figure superbly de- 
fined against the sky, stood the owner of the boat 
With rhythmic swing he began to scatter the seed, the 
cod's roe mixed with coarse flour or sand, which lures 
the sardines to the surface. The cream-coloured bait 
fell upon the water in tiny flakes. Instantly the surface 
flashed into sparks of silver. 

"They have the luck, those fellows," said Bourhis 
enviously. 
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The crew of the boat manipulated the filmy blue 
nets, drawing them gently about the sardines, who were 
intent only upon gorging themselves with the highly 
seasoned, rank-smelling food. When the first net was 
full of fish the men allowed it to drift out astern. The 
patron fiung more rogue, the fish came in ever-increasing 
numbers to the surface, following the boat, which wad 
rowed by the crew slowly and in absolute silence. 

"Why don't they draw in the first net?" whispered 
T^phany. 

"They are afraid of frightening the shoal away,"- 
Michael replied. "Sometimes they have as many as four 
nets out, and as many as a thousand fish in each net" 

T^hany nodded. The silence, the dexterity with 
which the men put out the nets, the scintillating water, 
the fine figure of the/a/ww — these impressed her greatly^ 
The breeze dropped, hardly dimpling the quiet surface 
of the sea; the sun warmed her to the core. 

"It's fair-weather fishing," Michael murmured. 

They went on, visiting other boats. Presently, the 
first boat left for Concameau. This one would receive the 
biggest price firom the packers, and much excitement 
there would be in speculating what this price might touch. 

"We will follow and see," said Michael. 

In company with half a dozen other boats, the]^ 
sailed north in the wake of the first 

Soon they were rounding the white mole opposite 
the reefs upon which Henry Lane had perished. T6- 
phany, since the day of the storm, had seen the place 
many times, yet her eyes filled with tears. Then she 
felt the warm clasp of Michael's hand, and his voice 
vibrating with sympathy: "Poor little T6phany!" 



f 98 THE FACE OF CLAY. 

Their eyes met T^phany withdrew her hand, blush- 
ing slightly. Since Michael had shaved off that odious 
beard, it seemed hard to believe that ten years lay be- 
tween the present and that memorable day when she 
had fiung her aims about his neck and kissed him. 

They went ashore. Concameau was buzzing with 
anticipation of good times. Famine had left marks upon 
the hearts of all, upon the faces of many. Now, the sun 
was shining with renewed splendour in the fisherman's 
heaven, and the price for sardines was authoritatively 
announced: 

Twenty-seven francs a thousand: 

Before half the fleet was in, however, the priee had 
fallen to eighteen francs a thousand, where it remained. 
By this time excitement had gripped the people, and the 
^nviction that the years of lean kine were ova:. 

The sardines were coimted and despatched to the 
factories; the fishermen prepared the famous cotrillad§, 
the broth which is their one solid meal of the day. 

"I am awfully hungry," said T^hany. 

"We will have breakfast at the Voyageurs,** said 
J^chael. 

"But I want to eat the cotrillade" 

T^phany insisting, Lton led the way to the house of 
a cousin, who supplied the big pot and the fuel. The 
room, typical of ten thousand Breton kitchens, was long 
and low, with a broad stone hearth at one end upon 
which smouldered a faggot or two beneath the indis- 
pensable /^/-a«-/p«. Facing the hearth were the his^clos; 
opposite door and window stood a huge oak armoirtp 
with hinges and locks of brilliantly polished brass. In 
the centre of the room was a narrow oak table. 
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With the bellows, the boy blew the smouldering 
sticks of wood into flame. L6on put the fish into the 
pot, added pepper and salt, and covered the whole with 
water. Michael went out to buy butter and bread and 
cider. When the fish had simmered for three-quarters 
of an hour, a generous supply of butter was ladled into 
l^e pot Then the fish was eaten. Afterwards more 
butter and bread in slices was added. The soaked 
bread was eaten last 

T^phany, with appetite sharpened by a morning 
spent on the sea, ate heartily, because the brot^ tasted 
so amazingly good. She felt herself to be flesh and 
blood of the people whose simple food she shared. The 
cousin and his wife sat at the table with them. Each 
person was provided with a bowl and a spoon. The 
dder was drunk out of cups. In spite of the fire on the 
hearth and the hot sun outside, the kitchen remained 
quite cool. Through the open door, one could see an- 
other kitchen just opposite, where another cotrillade had 
been cooked and eaten. The fishermen talked loudly 
after they had swallowed their glass, apiece, of cognac, 
speaking of the good times and then in grumbling ac- 
cents of the enormous price, as much as one hundred 
francs the barrique, demanded by those sharks the ven- 
dors of rogue. After all, they, and not the fehermen, 
seized the lion's share of the spoil. T^phany smelled 
tar, and that peculiar pungent odour of woollen garments 
saturated by salt water. 

With a little encouragement, the cousin's wife was 
persuaded to speak of the famine, when the children 
had died like flies in frost Under cover of Leon's loud 
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voice, the woman whispered to T6phany that Michael 
had saved many little ones from starvation. 

"He is good, is Monsieur! Ah, my God! one has 
only to look at him to see that; is it not so. Mademoi- 
selle?" 

Her shrewd eyes sparkled with curiosity. 

"But looks are sometimes deceiving," Tdphanjr 
hazarded. 

"But we women know, in our heart; yes. And Mon- 
sieur surely is the kindest, of men, and deserving of all 
that the Holy Mother will send him: a loving wife for 
example, and half a dozen adorable children. Oh, oh, 
indeed? Monsieur is a cdihataire endurci, hein? What 
a pity! Because, after all, can anything in this world 
make up to an honest man or woman for the loss of a 
home?" 

She pointed to the rude hearth as she spoke. And, 
immediately, some indescribable spirit of the past seemed 
to touch T6phany's heart, as she sat at the rude oak 
table, looking at the hearth which had warmed and 
nourished generations of fishermen. 

Le foyer Breton! 

At sea, when the tragedy played by wind and wave 
held the stoutest heart appalled, when night spread 
darkness upon the scene, when the terrible cold para- 
lysed their activities of mind and body, did not a vision 
of this hearth flit into the strained and despairing eyes 
of the strugglers? Surely. And did the vision of home, 
of all that these simple, God-fearing men held most dear 
and sacred, fortify and sustain them in that supreme 
moment when the outrageous monster engulfed them, 
because^ such as it was, hewn out of granite, it endured 
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from earliest youth to extremest age as the ejpitome and 
expression of the true and everlasting home beyond? 

This granite fireplace, smoke-stained, chipped by 
hard use, riven, sometimes, by intense heat, was to 
T^hany as eloquent as the spires of the province, hewn 
also out of granite, and fashioned — by what miracle of 
patience? — into surpassingly delicate forms of loveliness* 
But the hearth was a greater thing than the spire. The 
spire represented art in its noblest, most soaring mani- 
festation; the hearth, if it were worthy of its name, stood 
for life and love. 

Inevitably, the mournful reflection followed that to 
her this love of the hearth was ineradicable, that no 
triumph could compensate for its loss. 

At her request the men lit their pipes. L6on pre- 
dicted a superb season for the sardiniers, citing the 
cases of those fortunate ones who had literally captured 
fortune with the seine, but Michael sat apart, staring at 
the hearth with a slight frown upon his forehead. T^ 
phany told herself that he shared her thoughts. As boy 
and girl this had been a matter of frequent occurrence, 
cmphasing the sjrmpathy of one for the other, demon- 
strating, so to speak, the strength and value of their 
friendship. 

Leon, intent upon bringing every topic into the 
charmed circle of his love affair, began to speak of 
Yannik and their marriage. T^phany noticed that 
Michael listened with attention to the simple story. How 
many times had a similar tale been told in this ancient 
kitchen? 

"The old woman will live with us," he addressed 
his cousins. "Eh, what? A nuisance that? Yes. But 
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one must take the ]t>iigh with the smooth. La vieilb 
has too many wrinkles on her fa£e and on her heart, 
poor soul! but Yannik's skin is smooth as satin. Name 
of a pipe^ I am not the only one who thiol^s so." 

They sailed back with the northrwest breeze behind 
them, meeting many belated boats. The men shouted 
greetings to Bourhis as they passed. Fortime had not 
come to all, but the luck on the whole was marvellously 
good, and the fame of it would attract the Douam^nez 
fleet and perhaps the fishermen of Lorient L^n, usually 
so quiet and reserved, but warmed into speech by ex- 
citement and the prospect of good times, prattled gaily 
of the sea, speaking of her in absurdly carressing tones 
as the good little mother with milk in plenty for all her 
children. Ah, well, this was his world; he knew no 
other; it had been his cradle often; it might be his 
grave. Michael listened to the talk and the laughter as 
he steered the boat, but he gazed—- so T^hany noticed 
— into the mystoious horizon where sea melted into 
sky, and sky into sea, both indivisible in the shadows of 
twilight 

When they reached Ros Braz, ^Gdiael accepted 
T^phany's invitation to sup, but took his leave sooa 
after, meaning to walk back to Pont-Aven. Passing 
M^re Pouldour's cottage, he saw a light in the kitchen, 
and through the open door he caught a gUmpse of the 
old woman knitting. Probably, he reflected, she was 
waiting for Yannik, who might be abroad with L6on. 
A sudden impulse stirred him to step in and exchange 
a greeting with the grandmother, and if opportunity 
served, to say a word in regard to the fat five franc pieces. 



; LA CQTRIUADE. 203 

**A lovely night, my zwat" 

The old woman nodded^ her fmgers busy with tte 
needles. 

"As you say> Monsieur, a lovely night" 

"A lovers' night!" 

"Ah, yes. If one were twenty again! Moonlight — 
and a lover." 

"Lucky Yannik!" 

"Certainly she has luck, the little fool, if she would 
take it when it comes." 

The latter half of the sentence was growled out 
Michael divined exasperation in the peevish tone, the 
frowning Inrows. At the same moment he made sure 
that the old woman was slightly under the influence of 
liquor; not drunk, but what the Bretons call ctdralis/e. 

"But I understand she has taken it?" 

Michael spoke interrogatively, wondering whether he 
would be answered truthfully. M^re Pouldour eyed him 
with wrinkled suspicion, till she remembered that he was 
a friend of Carne. Naturally all painters thought alike 
upon certain subjects. Befuddled and gajrrulous, she 
burst out vdiemently: 

"She is an imbecile. Look you. Monsieur, that little 
idiot has the chance of putting five hundred francs into 
her stocking — ^^and she refuses to take it What do you 
say to that?" 

"Five hundred francs!" 

"Five hundred francs. Monsieur, not a sou less. 
And, by the Virgin, if she asked a thousand, he would 
pay it He is quite off his head What he sees, God 
knows. At her age I was handsomer. May I offer 
.Monsieur a cup of dder? It is good this year, our cider." 
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Michael entered the cottage, and drank some cider, 
dinking cups and exchanging toasts in Breton. He told 
himself that he was committing a shameful breach of 
hospitality. The old woman gabbled on: 

''It is like this, Monsieur; you are an artist, and you 
will understand. Your friend, Monsieur Came, has 
asked Yannik to do him a little service — a bagatelle* 
He wants to paint her white skin, which it seems is of 
a whiteness and texture, so he tells me^ to drive a 
painter mad. Look you, he cares nothing for the little 
idiot, save as a model. There are painters who have 
come to Pont-Aven — well, well, we need not speak of 
them. Monsieur Came has asked Yannik to take off 
some of her clothes; not all, no indeed. To the waist 
— nothing more. As usual, I shall be present Nobody 
else will be the wiser. And she refuses — name of a dog! 
If you would speak a word to her, Monsieur. And it 
means marriage." 

"And Leon Bourhis?" 

"Pouf-f-f! He is young, and a fool, too. All young 
people are fools — fools; that is understood.'* 

"I will speak to Yannik, as you wish it Good night '^ 

"Good night, Monsieur; and thank you." 

"Do not thank me." Michael's voice was harsh; 
"You understand that if I speak to Yannik it is entirely 
on her account, not on yours." 

"Why, of course. Monsieur." 

Michael walked away, smiling grimly because, in the 
most reprehensible fashion, he had so successfully salved 
his conscience and thrown dust in the old woman's eyes. 

He walked swiftly towards Pont-Aven, wondermg 
what had become of Yannik. He had made so certain^ 
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the old woman was as certain, that the girl was with her 
lover in the moonlight. If she were with Came 

A dozen half-forgotten incidents lent colour to the 
conjecture. Their relations, being already of such an 
intimate nature that Came had asked her to pose for 
the figure, warranted the fear that the first indignant re- 
fusal would yield to importunity. Yannik's capricious 
treatment of L^on, her April moods, the obvious influence 
which Came exercised over her — all these were factorsi 
in a conclusion from which, nevertheless, he shrank. 

"It is impossible," Michael muttered to himself. 

And yet the anger quickening his pulses told him 
that it was not impossible. Came loved T^phany; he 
•wished to make her his wife, his companion, his chum; 
but if he were weak in character — and Michael had no' 
reason to believe him strong — could he withstand, he, 
so susceptible to all forms of beauty, the temptation to 
seize it, if it were offered? 

With these thoughts biting into his mind, Michael' 
came to the parting of the ways. The road to Pont* 
Aven lies to the right, the short cut through orchards 
and fields and moorland turns sharply to the left Here 
he hesitated. If Came were with Yannik, the odds were, 
overwhelming that he had told her to meet him at some 
spot on or near the path. 

He took the path. 

It slopes gradually to the river, skirting the indenta^ 
tions of the estuary, winding through tiny valleys and 
over miniature hills till it reaches the deserted chapel of 
Trimour. Many times between Trimour and Ros Braz 
Michael stopped to listen, straining his ears to catch 
some whisper borne on the breeze. Not a sound reached 
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him, save the occasional mournful hoot of an owl and 
the croaking of the frogs in the water-meadows. The 
chapel itself is not unlike that at Tr^alo, and lies about 
halfway between Ros Braz and Pont-Aven. A small 
pardon for children takes place there each summer. The 
chapel during the rest of the year is kept locked. Some 
peasant, who lives a couple of hundred yards away, 
keeps the key, and will show the chapd on demand t» 
anyone who wishes to see it 

Michael crossed a low wall, and stood upon the fine 
piece of turf surrounding the chapel. Upon this the 
trees cast dark shadows. Michael's eyes pierced the 
shadows, but he saw and heard nothing. At once, with 
an odd reaction of conviction, he told himself that Came 
was not the man to ask Yannik to meet him near a 
place which she regarded as holy ground. 

The chapel had been built at a time when the rais- 
ing of temples to God had been esteemed ^e noblest 
work of men's hands. During the period preceding the 
Renaissance all manifestations of Art were essentially 
links binding the finite to the Infinite. The greater the 
artist the more dearly did he interpret the divine Spirit 
working within him. From its first inception his master- 
piece was dedicated to God. It had often strudc 
Michael that in Brittany, and in Brittany alone, some* 
thing of the original feeling and design still lingered — 
moribund, it is true, but even so an influence that 
permeated life and thought Elsewhere, the pictures of 
Raphael and Lionardo, the embroideries of vestments 
and altar-cloths, the embellishment of church plate, the 
designs of the Gothic architects, had been transmuted 
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to the service of man, to the building and furnishing of 
bis palaces and ehdteaux. 

Brittany had spent milliocfi upon its churches, chapels, 
ossuaries, and Calvaries; but its palaces could be counted 
on the fingers of one hand. The people still lived in 
plain houses, content with plain furniture and plain 
food. One meal a day sufficed the fishermen, as strong 
a race of men as may be found in the world. 

To-night these thoughts filled Michael's mind as he 
gazed at the chapel of Trimour, seong clearly the 
worshippers now long dead, hearing their fervent voices, 
feeling, subtly but unmistakably, that their labours, their 
prayers, their fasts had not been made in vain. . 

Suddenly, Otit of the shadows and silence, he heard 
a real voice — a woman's voice — raised in supphcaticm. 
The words were urut^lU^Ie; but tiie intonation, tender, 
.pleading, thrilHng with emotion, penetrated «very fibre 
-of Michad's b^g. For the moment he believed that 
he had been bewitched, that a creature of his fancy had 
foond speech; then, repudiating this as absurd, he 
realised that the voice was that of a fellow-creatuie in 
disti^ess, calling upon God to deUver her. A moment 
later he recognised Yannik. 

His first impulse urged him to leave the spot as 
•quietly and quickly as possible. He shrank from the 
possibility of discovery, analysing the situation for Yannik 
and himself Why bad he been brought upon a seemingly 
fool's errand to this unfirquented spot? Was it possible 
that he was the mstrument by which the aid tMs child 
entreated might be given to her? 

He walked to the south-east comer of the chapel. 
Under the east window, in the moonlight, knelt Yannik. 
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Her hands, which held a rosary, looked curiously white 
and delicate; her upturned face, beneath the coif, showed 
a milky transparency. Michael paused, as the years 
rolled back, revealing another kneeling figure — T6phany, 
in the Concameau studio, beseeching God to save the 
father who, at that moment, was being hurled upon the 
reefs. Yannik was nothing to Michael; T^phany had 
been very dear; and yetT^phany's distress had quidcened 
an abominable desire to transfer it to paper, whereas 
now sympathy filled mind and heart 

"Yannik " 

She sprang to her feet, trembling, glancing from right 
to lefl, attempting to localise the unknown voice. 

"Don't be afraid. It is I — Ossory.'* , 

He approached her. 

"If you are in trouble^ will you let me help you?" 

She shook her head dolefully, too frightened to speak, 

"Perhaps I can guess what your trouble is," he con- 
tinued. 

At this she plucked up enough courage to raise her 
€yes. 

"You have been asked to pose for the figure?" 

"Monsieur — who has told you?" 

"Your grandmother." 

Even in the moonlight Michael detected a look of 
relief. Yannik, evidently, had feared that Came had 
been babbling. The girl's face softened. 

"Poor grand'm^re," she sighed. 

"You have said *No?'" 

"Ah, yes. Monsieur, many times; but — but " 

Her indecision, her distress were pitiful Michael 
said nothing. It was easy to divine what was passing 
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in the girl's mind — her instinct to submit, to obey, and 
perhaps, above all, the passionate desire not to displease 
her grandmother. 

"Yannik " 

"Yes, Monsieur." 

"I am going to ask you a very serious question; and 
I ask it here, upon the spot where you were kneeling a 
moment ago. You wish to marry Leon — from the bottom 
of your heart?" 

As he spoke he grasped her hands, holding them 
firmly, compelling her eyes to meet his. Her glance was 
timid, distressful, but quite honest 

"Yes, yes, Monsieur. And if I do what — what I am 
asked to do, and if L^n hears of it, he will cast me off. 
I know he will." 

The tears rolled down her cheeks. 

"Because you felt that you were weak, or, shall I 
say, because you felt that the others were stronger than 
you, you came here to-night to pray?" 

"Yes, Monsieur;" then, in a more confident tone she 
added, with childish simplicity: "Naturally, Our Lady 
doesn't grant all prayers, no; but sometimes, often, yes. 
I came here last summer, when I was in despair be- 
cause I could not sell my dolls. Well" — her voice rang 
out triumphantly — "I sold them before the end of the 
month." 

"I think," said Michael gravely, "that your prayers 
to-night will be answered as you wish. Run along home." 

He patted her hands as he released them. She 
looked at him gratefully, accepting his assurance with 
confidence; then turned and flitted away into the shadows 
of the trees. 

TAr Face of Clay. 14 
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CHAPTER XUI. 
YVONNE LETS FALL A HINT. 

The future comes not from before to meet us, but streams up 
from behind, over our heads. 

Upon the following morning Came was breakfasting 
as usual in the old panelled dining-room, still used for 
the informal first meal. At the end of the table sat 
five charming young ladies, very enterprising amateurs, 
who were on a sketching tour, and head over heels in 
love with Art They talked joyously and hopefiiUy of 
their "work." Before midday some of them would be 
in despair; but always youth, stimulated by Yvonne's 
excellent food, would urge them to fresh efforts in the 
afternoon. Each girl had three canvases in hand: a 
peep-of-day effect of a shot-silk grey, a bit of noon 
sunshine, and a nocturne in purple and gold. They 
glanced at Came with interest, because Johnnie Keats, 
who rose late, had assured them that he was a genius; 
and they looked also at a rather picturesque Scotchman, 
an Associate, who was talking very confidentially with 
Sir Japhet. Carne, too, kept his eyes and ears upon the 
Scot, who had been heard to declare that a month at 
Pont-Aven, during the season, was worth four hundred 
a year to him. He painted few pictures in Brittany; 
but he sold many, painted elsewhere, especially to 
Americans. According to Johnnie Keats, Angus M*Vittie 
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''rolled" possible buyers consummately, and Mistress 
M*Vittie "rolled" the wives, while Miss M*Vittie "rolled" 
the daughters. Carne could hear the canny Scot whisper- 
ing to the great man: 

"Sir Japhet, ye'll agree with me that there can be 
no fundamental success in art or medicine without bees- 
ness abeelity?" 

"Quite, quite," assented Sir Japhet 

"It's the age of self-advertisement, and it wad be a 
lee if I denied that I tak' ray times as I find it." 

"Yes, yes," said Sir Japhet, who was slightly hard of 
hearing. "One misses one's Times here, although I do 
get the weekly edition." 

"And ye'U note this, Sir Japhet: in the strenuous 
competeetion of the day an artist canna say *No' to a 
reasonable offer for his wark. Ye'll kindly bear that in 
mind, if ye should tak' a fancy to ony wee banks an' 
braes o' mine ye may see here. And between a man 
like yersel' an' me the price wad be a* richt" 

Carne nearly choked when he heard this. And 
when, a moment later, the Scot demanded eggs from 
one of the maids, the Califomian wished that he could 
have the privilege of suppling and deHvering some 
"extra French" ones. Such a fellow ought to be 
pilloried. Then his sense of humour asserted itself. 
After all, M*Vittie was honest enough to put his desire 
into words. All painters liked to sell their stuff, and a 
cheque was an uncommonly handsome form of acknowledg- 
ing merit He began to wonder what his yet unpainted 
picture of Yannik would fetch when he caught T^phany's 
name. 

14* 
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"Ma wife says that we've a nightingale in Pont- 
Aven." 

"Do they sing in July, Mr. M*Vittie?" 

"She means Marie de Lautrec, the new singer. And 
incog ! She's known here as Miss Lane." 

So the cat was loose at last — an almost inevitable 
incident now that the world and his wife were coming 
to Pont-Aven. Sir Japhet coughed discreetly. 

"I know the young lady; she is a friend of mine.'' 

"Not a patient, Sir Japhet, I hope." 

"A friend, Mr. M'Vittie. Miss Lane was bom here. 
If you have discovered her little secret, pray keep it to 
yourself." 

He rose and left the room. Came wondered whether 
T^phany had been a patient At this moment Yvonne 
passed through the room and, seeing the Califomian, 
paused for a moment's chat Next to her anciens in 
favour the genial landlady placed Came. He had 
promised to paint a panel; and he adored Pont-Aven. 
To all painters Yvonne loved to talk "shop." The 
shibboleth of the studios, the Montmartre and Quartier 
Latin slang, never failed to unlock the doors of a cellar- 
like memory stored with well-matured anecdotes. Dur- 
ing the season, however, she was much too busy to con- 
sider days other than those of the present or future. 
Came, with his quick perceptions, divined that she had 
an object in stopping to speak to him. 

"You are content. Monsieur? Everything goes well?" 

"Everything goes very well indeed," Came replied. 

Yvonne glanced about her. The young ladies had 
just left the room. Their laughter could be heard as they 
sorted sketching umbrellas and paint-boxes piled in a 
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heap upon the long green bench outside. Two men at 
the end of the table entered into a warm discussion con- 
cerning the modernity of Lionardo da Vinci's technique. 
Yvonne lowered her voice: 

"You have found something good at Ros Braz?" 

Came frowned. He was not quite sure whether 
Yvonne was alluding to Yannik or T6phany. 

"Everything is good at Ros Braz, Mademoiselle, except 
perhaps the cider." 

Yvonne's shrewd eyes twinkled. Game's glib evasion 
of her question answered it Too straightforward her- 
self to take other than a short cut, she continued 
bluntly: 

"You have made little Yannik pose for you." 

Came shmgged his shoulders. 

''Made?" 

"Is it the wrong word?" 

"There has been no compulsion, I can assure you. 
How did you know? I have tried to keep the fact dark. 
People will talk such nonsense." 

"I hear ever5rthing," said Yvonne, chuckling softly; 
then, in a graver tone, she concluded: "It is a pity for 
her — and, perhaps, for you." 

Before he could reply she had whisked out of the 
room. For a large massive woman, she could move and 
speak with extraordinary lightness. 

Carne finished his breakfast, and, lighting a pipe, 
took the path to Ros Braz. 

As he passed the pool below the mills, he came 
upon Ossory. Michael had set up his easel and umbrella 
close to the path, but his canvas was still untouched. 
The men greeted each other cordially enough. Michael 
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looked worn and haggard; so much so that Came said 
with sympathy: "You are rather off colour, Ossory." 

"I've had a wretched night I suppose you" — he 
stared hard at the young fellow — "don't know the 
miseries of sleeplessness?" 

"Don't I? Well, as a matter of fact I didn't sleep 
exactly like a top last night I've a big picture in my 
head: that means pangs, eh?" 

"I have something to say to you — a favour to 
ask." 

Ossory's nervousnessness betrayed itself in a slightly 
jerky utterance and movement Came sat down upon 
a granite boulder. The young man jumped to the con- 
clusion that his senior was in serious trouble and about 
to demand help. Being excessively generous, he said 
warmly, "Ossory, you look as if you were in a tight 
place?" Michael nodded. "If I can help you, don't 
deny me the pleasure of doing so." 

"Thanks," said Michael with a faint smile. "You're 
a good fellow; I daresay you would lend me money if I 
asked for it" 

"With pleasure." 

"Thanks again; but I'm not going to ask for any- 
thing except a patient hearing." Then, after an awkward 
pause, he broke fresh ground: "You know that I was a 
friend of Miss Lane's father?" 

"She told me so." 

"And I was also, and am still, a friend of hers." 

"Of course you are. Who could help being her 
friend?" 

"You make my task easier. Came. I should not 
like you to think that I am minding business that doesn't 
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concern me, but, tell me — you care very greatly for Miss 
Lane's respect and regard, don't you?" 

"Yes." 

"You would make sacrifices for her sake?" 

"Yes." 

The monosyllables fell abruptly, but not ungraciously. 
Michael's tone implied sympathy and insight which pro- 
voked surprise, not annoyance. 

"Then sacrifice this idea of painting a big picture 
with Yannik in it" 

"Who told you — Yvonne?" 

The name escaped without consideration. Everybody 
in Pont-Aven knew that Ossory never entered Yvonne's 
house, although an ancien. But a reason for this lay pat 
to the lip* Between Yvonne and the patron of a rival 
inn raged a fierce feud. Michael — so said the gossips — 
had returned to Pont-Aven, after an absence of two years, 
and had established himself at the lion d'Or: an \m- 
pardonable offence. Because of this, Yvonne had cut 
dead an ungrateful cUent 

"I heard of your intention from Yannik herself and 
the grandmother." 

"Yannik has behaved like a little fool," said Came 
angrily. 

"I can xmderstand exactly how you feel, Came. But 
you will forgive my telling you that you don't quite 
realise the issues involved." 

"I respect the girl," said Came hotly; "I like her; I 
want her to marry L^n — the sooner the better; I'm help- 
ing on the marriage. I tell you my conscience is clear. 
And the old woman is sensible. Ossory, this picture 
means a lot to me; but I give you my word that I'm 
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mad keen to paint it, because any success diminishes 
the distance between Miss Lane and myself." 

"The distance between Miss Lane and yourself?" 

"How can I forget that she is famous, a great singer, 
while I am still comparatively obscure?" 

"You tell me T^phany Lane is a great singer?" 

"Why surely, you, her old friend, know that" 

"Certainly, I did not know it." 

"All Pont-Aven will know it in a week. She sings 
under the name of de Lautrec," 

"It was her mother's name. This is very astonishing." 

"She has chosen to come back here as Tephany 
Lane. One can guess at reasons: the wish for rest " 

"Famous," repeated Michael absently, "famous, little 
Tephany; it seems incredible, incredible " 

"That she should not have told you." 

"No," Michael replied coldly, "her silence is most 
natural; she thought that her success would throw Hme- 
light upon my failure. I am glad — glad that she has 
succeeded." 

"But you will admit that her success makes it harder 
for me?" 

Michael considered; after a pause he said with con- 
viction: 

"She will marry the man she loves, no one else." 

"And if she takes me, she won't have to give up 
her profession," said Came eagerly. "I should not wish 
it We could live in London or Paris; she could sing, 
I should paint." 

"You have thought it all out Forgive me, I had no 
wish to sneer; you are right to think of her. Now, I 
will speak plainly. I understand how you feel about 
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this picture. AH the same,'* he gripped the Californian's 
ann, "you must give it up. Paint it, and if you gain 
the world, you will lose the woman you love." 

"This is amazing." 

"She resented your persuading Yannik to remove 
her coif." 

"Yannik needed little persuasion. She wanted me 
to paint her hair. Surely, you, Ossory, don't share Miss 
Lane's views?" 

"I feel as she does," said Michael. 

"I shall not paint Yannik," said Came, after a long 
pause. "You have done me a great service — a very 
great service." 

"What is the finest picture that ever was painted 
compared to the happiness of a good woman?" Michael 
asked the question in a loud voice, as if stating some- 
thing that experience had proved to be true. Then, 
with a curt nod of dismissal, he picked up his palette. 

Came understood that no more was to be said. He 
shook hands with Ossory, thanked him again, and in- 
stead of going on to Ros Braz strolled back to Pont- 
Aven and into the Bois d'Amour. Here he sat down 
to reflect upon what had passed. A delightful exhilara- 
tion pervaded him, for he told himself that Ossory would 
not have interfered in a matter so delicate without suf- 
ficient reason. It seemed fairly obvious that an old 
friend had spoken a word in season on behalf of T^phany, 
whose happiness he must consider to be imperilled. At 
the same time, with the acuteness of a son of the Golden 
West, Came tried to interpret the peculiar expression 
upon Ossory's face, when he admitted that he shared 
T^phany's prejudices, More, it was a rather curious 
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coincidence that Yvonne shoald have let fall a hint that 
same morning. Finally, he told himself that he must 
talk over these strange things with Johnnie Keats. 

Meanwhile, Johnnie was painting the poplars below 
the bridge from a coign of vantage on the left bank of 
the Aven. What flesh tints were to Came, poplars were 
to Johnnie. He liked also the life in and about the 
pool; the coming and going of the great carts laden 
with sand, the colour of the craft, the lithe bodies of 
the urchins who bathed at high tide, the laughter and 
chaff of the girls washing linen in the sluice above the 
first mill, the reflection of their coifs and collars in the 
water. Of these things and people Johnnie spoke 
genially and not without humour; but poplars he treated 
seriously from ten to twelve each morning. When he 
saw Came approaching from Pont-Aven, he blinked his 
eyes, and murmured: "I am jiggered." Then^ as Came 
joined him, he added: ''What's the matter with Ros 
Braz?" 

"Johnnie, I'm going to hunt for another model" 

"W-w-whatl" 

Then Came told his story; at the end Johnnie ad- 
mitted regretfully that, under the peculiar circumstances, 
the masterpiece must be "chucked." Then he added 
with conviction: "All the same, I feel in my bones that 
the Luxembourg would have wanted it" 

"I'd give up more than that for her," said Carne. 

"What you have done ought to melt a stone. I 
think Miss Lane the daisiest girl I know — bar one." 

"Eh?" 

"Clinton," said Keats uneasily, "I have not been 
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^uite square with you; I have not played ball. From 
the first you let me know how much you thought of 
Miss Lane, but I — well, I " He blushed scarlet 

"Heavens, you're not in love too?" 

"Miss Machin has corralled me." 

"Pm as blind as a bat not to have found you out 
Why, my dear old Johnnie, this is splendid. You know, 
I've been worrying a bit, because I felt that if I was 
lucky enough to win the wife I want, what would be- 
come of you? " 

"That has bothered me, Clinton." 

"And Miss Machin — is she " 

Keats became very confused. 

"I don't know; it's quite impossible to say. I've 
put in some good work, but who is a judge of his own 
work? Not I, certainly." 

He laughed nervously, adding with his deprecating 
smile: 

"Women are like poplars to me, only more so; they 
catch my eye in any landscape, but my eye can't catch 
them." 

"Your eyes are all right I say, when are you 
going to " 

"I thought of writing; Tm tongue-tied." 

" Tongue-tied ? You ? " 

At that Keats made confession, laying bare his soul. 
Did Clinton remember little Mamie Schermerhorn? 
Clinton remembered her perfectly. She had bqlonged 
to their dandng-class; a diarmer with ultramarine eyes 
and two immense yellow pigtails. Every boy in the 
class worshipped Mamie. 

"She adored me," said Keats. He blushed when 
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he said it Then he added: ''I was not bald then, and 
I had a figure." 

^'Mamie adored you, eh?" 

**1 met her two years ago in Paris. She also is 
very stout now, and has four children; one little girl 
the living image of what she used to be. She told me 
she had loved me to distraction. If I had known it!" 
Keats sighed, "if I had only known it! What good 
times I missed! Afterwards, it was the same old story. 
I was never able to tell the girls that I liked them; I 
never dared ask if they liked me." 

"You must ask Miss Machin if she likes you at once," 
said Came, with authority, "and not by letter." 

Keats abstractedly put a brush filled with green paint 
into his mouth. 

"She will be scared to death," he muttered. "Dash 
ity what am I doing?" 

"Scared or not, you've got to speak." 

"So have you, Clinton. Somehow, that makes it 
easier for me." 

"In this case you must lead the way; I have reasons 
■^good ones, toa Why not this afternoon " 

"How you rush one!" 

"I've seen you flattening your nose against shop- 
windows, staring at things you wanted to and could 
buy, but didn't" 

"Perhaps I thought I might lay out my money to 
better advantage," said Keats, with dignity. 

"Oh, oh! You think there may be other " 

"Never! I'm up against the real thing." He was 
terribly serious, but his slang clung to him. "I wish I 
wer'n't so bald. Somehow a bald man making love 
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strikes me as being rather ridiculous. Confound it!" he 
concluded with exasperation, "nearly everything about 
me is ridiculous, except my feeling for her." 

"She likes you," said Carne with decision. "Now, 
Johnnie, every minute you waste is predous. Remember 
the good time you might have had with Mamie Schermer- 
hom. Strike while the iron is hot." 

"I'm hot enough," said Johnnie, wiping his forehead, 
"but somehow when I find myself with her I get cold feet" 

"This afternoon, you go to Ros Braz — alone." 

"If you " 

"I have particular business here. Johnnie, are you 
a man or a mouse?" 

"I'm a man," declared Keats valiantly. 

"By the way, you can mention, casually, to Miss 
Lane that I have given up the idea of painting Yannik." 

"I'll rub it in well," replied Johnnie. 

Accordingly, after lunclieon, John Keats rowed himself 
down to Ros Braz, where for the present we will leave 
him in good company. Came saw his friend start, 
wishing him luck and pluck. Then he returned to the 
hotel, asked for a few minutes' private talk with Yvonne, 
and learned from the pretty little Bonne in the ofiice 
that Mademoiselle was in her garden, which lies up the 
hill on the right of the road leading to Quimperl^. 

Came smiled as he climbed the hill, because Yvonne 
loved her garden, and was never happier than when she 
was counting her rows of peas and lettuces, and speculating 
as to the probable number of ripe melons. At such times, 
as Came was well aware, she might be induced to forget 
the heavy responsibilities which lay at the foot of the 
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hill , and chat comfortably of lighter matters at the top. 
She greeted him with a beaming smile and the remark 
that the rain had accomplished wonders. 

"All the same it has brought slugs," she added. 

''I climbed up here to tell you that I am not going 
to paint little Yannik," 

"Good!" 

"You may say that, truly; for, between ourselves, I 
had a vision of a picture on the line, and paragraphs — 
dozens of them!" 

Yvonne eyed him shrewdly. 

"A good head, a good heart, and a dever hand 
will carry you far. Take that from me." 

"Is that all you have to say?" 

*'Why, what more do you want? Oh, you artists! 
How you love flattery!" 

"I want you to tell me candidly why you gave me 
that hint this morning." 

"Oh!" 

Her fine face clouded. 

"You must feel," urged Came, "that you do owe 
me an explanation." 

His pleasant voice was very beguiling, as he leaned 
towards her, whispering: "I am so discreet, and I have 
done what you asked, hav'n't I?" 

Yvonne crushed a slug. 

"How I hate those slimy creatures!" she exclaimed, 
with surprising vehemence. "And there are men like 
them , who creep and crawl into the heart of what is 
pure and sweet and destroy it Come, I will answer 
your question partly." 

She led the way to a seat, not a very comfortable 
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one. Came sat down beside her, reflecting how admir- 
ably she fitted into the simple garden about them, which, 
designed almost entirely for practical uses, had charm 
and delicacy for an artistic eye. Along the borders, 
side by side with the massive cabbages, bloomed ethereal 
flowers. It was impossible to overlook the cabbages, 
but the flowers captured the eye and held it. Another 
thought flitted in and out of the painter's mind. This 
particular garden was laid out upon a very steep slope, 
and the soil, originally, had been thin and poor. Care- 
ful cultivation, infinite labour, had made it enormously 
productive. 

Yvonne had remained silent for at least a minute, 
but when she spoke she came, as usual, straight to the 
point 

"I will tell you what I can upon the condition that 
you ask no questions." 

"Understood." 

"Good. I gave you that hint this morning, because 
I believe you to be a gentleman." She used the word 
gentilhomme, which to-day means so much more. Came's 
eyes sparkled. He was certain that she was going to 
allude — indirectly perhaps, but unmistakably — to Te- 
phany. Yvonne loved T^phany. And this love had 
quickened, as love will, her remarkable powers of per- 
ception, her shrewdness, her executive ability. But the 
light faded in his eyes, giving place to an entirely 
different expression as Yvonne slowly continued, weigh- 
ing every phrase, as if she feared to say too much: 

"Because you are a gentleman I am going to tell 
you something which happened long ago — something 
which affected me greatly. Even now," she sighed, "I 
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feel the pain of it, although it only concerned me in 
this way: I lost a friend.'' 

She paused again. Came nodded sympathetically. 
He made sure now that Yvonne was about to confide 
to him some incident in her own life, unconnected with 
T^phany. This disappointed him; but interest and 
curiosity still flickered in his eyes. Yvonne's nice use 
of words astonished him, till he remembered how much 
she had associated with men of culture and refinement 
She was the daughter of peasants; she had led a laborious 
life, cultivating a sterile soil, as her people had done 
for generations. But amongst the cabbages she had 
planted flowers. 

"Do you speak of love?" he asked sofUy. 

"I speak of ambition, Monsieur." 

The word startled him. He moved uneasily, divin- 
ing the drift of her preamble. 

"I am ambitious," she continued. **I can S3rmpa- 
thise with all who are ambitious, especially the yoimg. 
My friends — 1 have had many friends — have been am- 
bitious men, like you, Monsieur. They come here to 
me, and they like the simple life of this little world, but 
their thoughts are in the larger world beyond. They 
enjoy the present because they think so continually, so 
confidently, of the future. I cannot blame them, because 
I have done that myself. Indeed" — she laughed whim- 
sically — "I do it still. I live to-day in an hotel larger 
than my annexe." 

"I have my castle in Spain, too," said Carne. 

"One of the young men who came here had genius 
— the most wonderful thing in the world. Because he 
had genius, he thought nothing of pleasing the dealers 



YVONNE LETS FALL A HINT. 225 

and the people who buy pictures. He tried to please 
himself. Ah! but he was hard to please. Nearly always 
he destroyed his work, painted it out, and began again, 
and again, and again." 

"Yes, yes," said Carne eagerly. "It is the only way." 

"Unfortunately, he wais very poor, and he could not 
find what he wanted here. Others had found it, not 
he. Who can account for these things? One day I 
told him that he must leave Pont-Aven. I felt that he 
would find in Morbihan, in the wildest part of it, what 
he could not find here. la the end I persuaded him 
to go." 

She was silent for a moment Came, who had 
hesird a score of stories about her generosity, told him- 
self that doubtless she had furnished the money for this 
campaign into the wilderness. Yvonne continued drearily: 

"He did find — a beautiful girl. He wrote to me, 
raving about her. He sent me a Uttle sketch, and he 
swore that his chance had come. Perhaps, when you 
saw Yannik, Monsieur, you thought your chance had 
come?" 

"Yes," said Came decisively. 

"There are opportunities and opportunities. Monsieur: 
Some an honest man and woman must pass by. This 
girl was not a model, and my friend knew it; but his 
ambition tempted him to take her, to use her, to — to 
abuse her. Well, I can tell you two more things^ His 
ambition killed her " 

"Killed her?" 

"I can answer no questions, Monsieur. You must 
take my word for this — it killed her, and then it killed 
him." . . 

The Face of .Clay. \% 
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She closed her lips with almost violence. 

"You have told me this," said the Califomian — not 
unmoved either by the story or the teller's emotion — 
"for Yannik's sake?" 

"Yes; and for your own.** 

Came eyed her keenly: it was impossible to doubt 
her sincerity. 

"Yannik," he said, with an effort to speak lightly, 
"is an opportunity which I shall pass by. In self-de- 
fence, I must add that you have alarmed yourself un- 
necessarily about her" — Yvonne set her chin at an 
obstinate angle — "but I can understand your feeling, 
and I s)rmpathise with it" 

He held out his hand, which Yvonne took, as they 
both rose. In the moment of parting Carne fired a 
haphazard shot: 

"You are not the only one who has asked me to 
leave little Yannik alone." 

"Eh?" 

"Michael Ossory spoke to me this morning." 

"Monsieur Ossory?" 

Yvonne's face, naturally of a sanguine complexion, 
had been burnt brown by wind and sim; now it became 
ashen-coloured. Came had the delicacy to bend down 
and pick a flower. When he looked up, Yvonne had 
recovered her sdf-control, and her face was composed, 
feven smiling. But she said, in a slightly high-pitched voice : 

"Monsieur Ossory may have heard this same story. 
But, in any case, you will keep what I have told you to 
yourself?" 

"Of course," said Came. 
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He lifted his hat, and walked slowly down the hill, 
with his mind in a welter of blurred images and emo- 
tions. He had divined the truth: Yvonne's friend and 
Ossory were identical. Yvonne's simplicity had betrayed 
her. Had not Ossory been acclaimed as a genius, even 
by the mighty G^rdme? Had he not left Pont-Aven? 
But where had he gone? Came had an instinct that 
in the back of his brain lay the answer to the question. 
But he could not find it Then, when he had abandoned 
pursuit, the will-o'-the-wisp floated back into his memory. 
He had showed Ossory some studies. One, in parti- 
cular, had provoked criticism, because Ossory contended 
that the coif was inaccurately drawn. Finally, OssOry 
had ended the discussion with an impatient: ''Man, I 
have painted it scores of times. Do you think that I 
do not know the Port-Navalo coif?" Also Came re- 
membered how abruptly Ossory had changed the subject 

"I should like to hunt up the facts," the Califomian 
reflected. "And I suppose they may be found, even 
now, in Port Navalo." He muttered Yvonne's words: 
^'It kUled her, and it killed him." 

Came composed an epitaph of two words: 

"Poor devil I" 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
ROPES OF SAND. 

Not for your beauty, tho', I confess, it blows the first fire in us. 

Time, as he passes by, puts out that sparkle. 

Not for your wealth, although the world kneel to it, 

And make it all addition to a woman. 

Johnnie Keats dined with the ladies at the chdteau^ 
and did not return to Pont-Aven till a late hour. Came 
was sitting in his studio, smoking, when the Satellite 
came in, flushed of face and slightly inarticulate, in- 
toxicated with joy. 

"She's taken me," he said. "It soimds too good to 
be true, doesn't it?" 

"I knew she would," said Came. 

"There's no accounting for tastes," Johnnie added. 
"Mandarins prefer eggs a hundred years old; but when it 
comes to women swallowing freckles and bald heads !" 

Came laughed. Then he congratulated Johnnie 
warmly, and listened with S3nnpathy to his story; but on 
his face was a look of expectation, as if he were waiting 
for something of keener interest to come. When Johnnie 
paused at the end of half an hour, Came said: 

"You mentioned Yannik?" 

"You bet!" 

Came nodded. He kept to himself what Yvonne 
had told him, wondering whether T^phany had any ink- 
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ling of the story. Then he flicked the ash from his 
cigarette as he asked lightly: 

"What did .Miss Lane say?" 

"Nothing, not a word; but she must have thought a 
lot" 

"Oh!" The look of expectation deepened, turning 
into a satisfied smile as Johnnie added: 

"I gave Mary" — he blushed — "details. We talked 
a heap about you, old man. Mary thinks what you've 
done is big — stunning." 

"Ah I" 

Carne shrugged his shoulders, and threw away his 
cigarette. 

"You must go to bed and dream of your Mary," he 
said smiling. 

"This day has been to me what to-morrow will be 
to you, Clinton." 

"Perhaps," said Came. 

The Califomians walked to Ros Braz together next 
morning. Came wondered whether they would pass 
Michael and his easel. Tuming up the path through the 
furze bushes, he frowned slightly, expecting to see the 
familiar white umbrella; but Michael was not visible. 
Then Came knew that Michael had selected this not 
particularly attractive spot with no purpose other than 
that of waylaying him. The epitaph fluttered to his lipst 

"Poor devil 1" 

"Eh?" inquired Keats. 

"Did I say anything, Johnnie?" 

"You said *Poor devil' Were you alluding to 
me?" 

"I had no idea that I spoke aloud. Alluding to you: 
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certainly not But I was thinking that ludc was a queet 
thing." 

"One can't win through without it," isaid Johnnie 
oracularly. 

Came did not answer. Keats, glancing at his friend's 
handsome face, was struck by an unusual expression 
upon it Came, the ever sanguine, looked slightly de- 
pressed. And as he walked he cut viciously at the 
flowering gorse with the cane which he always carried, 
using it as a mahl-stick when he was painting. 

"You mustn't do that," said Johnnie. "Mary tdls 
xne that the souls of dead Bretons who have died un- 
shriven come back to the gorse. You may be seriously 
annopng Yannik's relations." 

"Hang Yannik's relations!" 

Came did not speak again till they reached the 
cottage. The old woman was knitting as usual: Yannik 
was away washing. In a few curt sentences Came stated 
the object of their visit M^re Pouldour's small, deep- 
set eyes sparkled furiously. 

"Ah! the little fool! If you will be patient " 

"I have given up all idea of painting her, I teU you." 

"Yes, yes; I know, I know." 

"How the devil do you know?" interrapted Came 
angrily. He looked at Johnnie. Had Miss Machin fore- 
stalled them? 

"Monsieur Ossory promised me that he would speak 
to Yannik, Well, she refuses absolutely, the obstinate 
Httle pig." 

"Oh!" 

"But I can make her change her mind. And the 
money will be very useful — — " she mumbled on, her 
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thin wrinkled hands opening and shutting as if she were 
clawing at the fat five-franc pieces. 

"Let the child be!" said Came. "Come on, Johnnie." 

"If Monsieur will entrast the matter to me, if " 

"Come on, Johnnie." 

They left the old woman scowling and muttering to 
herself. 



Mary Machin received the visitors with blushes. She 
explained that Tephany was painting near the chateau. 
Johnnie appropriated all the blushes, but Came divined 
that one or two were for him. Obviously, Tephany was 
willing to give him a chance. As a matter of fact, 
Tephany — as we shall soon discover — had not thought 
of herself or Came; she wished Keats to find Machie 
alone, nothing more. When Machie whispered the tre- 
mendous news, it never strack Tdphany that the Cali- 
fomians, so to speak, were acting in concert — that the 
first proposal might be a prearranged introduction to a 
second. And when, afler Johnnie had bade them "Good- 
night," Machie kissed her, and stammered out some- 
thing about another man being made happy in the not 
too-remote future, Tephany smiled, and Mary, blinded 
by Cupid, saw no derision in her smile. 

Bearing this in mind, the reader will not be sur- 
prised to learn that Machie managed to whisper some* 
thing to her Johnnie, and that a minute or two later 
Keats made a mysterious sign to his friend. 

"It's CKL" he muttered into Came's ear. "Miss 
Lane is down by the river, below the village. You can 
wade right in. To-night there's going to be a celebra- 
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tion. Yes, sir, we'll paint tMs little burg a delicate 
shrimp pink. We must wire for fireworks." 

At this moment, T^phany was wondering what her 
life would be like without Machie, who had grown to be 
not the least part of it. It is curious and instructive to 
notice how well the world wags on when the merely 
dever men leave it, and how the same world droops 
and drags when the kind women drop out T6phany 
was miserably sensible that Machie's g£un would prove 
an immeasurable loss to herself — immeasurable because 
she had been trying for some twelve hours to measure 
it, and had failed. 

She looked at the Aven hunying to the ocean beyond, 
and shivered. A wind blew freshly, and the ruffled sur- 
face of the river had assumed tiie grey livery of the 
clouds above. August had just begun, but from air and 
earth and water came a hint of autumn and winter. 
The roar of the waves breaking upon the iron rocks 
beyond Port Manech brought back the poignant memory 
of the great storm at Concameau. Upon that day she 
had rushed weeping from childhood into womanhood. 

The bitter moment passed. Tephany was so con- 
stituted that she could never forget the rough and cruel 
and disappointing experiences of life, although she had 
schooled herself to look beyond them. Even now, quite 
unconsciously, she began to paint in the leaden-coloured 
skies above her with pigments bright and luminous in 
themselves. The brilliant yellow of cadmium, the rose 
madders, the pure, transparent cobalt lay side by side 
on her palette. Mixed, they became grey and seemingly 
opaque. 
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She was staring at her canvas, absorbed in thought, 
when she heard the sound of a man's step upon the 
path which led from the chdteau. She looked up to see 
Came rapidly approaching. 

Instantly she divined his errand: he had come to 
ksk her to be his wife. Escape was impossible. He had 
known that she was painting here; choice of time and 
place had been his. With a certain shock of dismal 
conviction, T^hany realised that the young man was 
quite sure of himself and her. Under other circumstances, 
she might have admired and justified his eager assurance, 
his smiling confidence in his powers, his masterful stride 
which was likely to carry him so far on the world's 
highway. But now an absurd futile rage possessed her. 
He was about to shatter these sweet silences; he would 
force her to speak, to give reasons upon which he would 
try to trample; a simple No would not suffice such a 
man as he. 

At this moment, too, she felt that essentially feminine 
weakness which accounts for thousands of preposterous 
marriages. She knew why many women yield to the 
spell of strength, yield tamely, with humiliation, because 
violence of speech or action is so hateful, because so 
often resistance includes the tearing down of barriers, 
because denial means the infliction, perhaps, of appalling 
pain. ^ 

She greeted Came with the ghost of a smile. 

"I have come " he began impetuously. 

T^phany, palette in hand, lifled the bmsh she was 
using. 

"Yes," she intermpted, "and — and before you say 
anything more, don't you think you had better go away? '* 
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He frowned, taken aback; then he laughed, misinter- 
preting the woman's protest Of course, like so many 
fascinating creatures, she courted procrastination. Her 
blushing face, her quivering lips, her heaving bosom told 
a pretty tale. 

"No,'* he replied, standing before her, fixing his 
bright, ardent eyes upon hers, "I shall not go." 

Then, had he been able to read the signs aright, he 
would have known the truth. At his sharp "No," T^ 
phany's nervousness vanished, giving place to a self-pos- 
session which amazed her. It was as if the man's strength 
and confidence had deserted him and passed to the 
woman. Her ready acquiescence befooled him. 

"Very well," she said simply. 

He threw himself upon the soil moss at her feet 

"Are you afraid of being told that I love you?" he 
asked. 

"Not now." 

"You knew — you guessed ?" 

"Yes." 

Looking up at her, he smiled. Tiphany felt griev- 
ously sorry for him; and the fact that she was above 
him, that he lay at her feet, that she must hit him when 
he was down, increased her pity, although a minute be- 
fore, when he had assumed the air of a conqueror, she 
could have struck him. The thought came that the 
ebb and flow of feeling is as mysterious as the ebb and 
flow of the tides. Came raised himself, leaning upon 
his elbow, staring into her face. 

"You are the most adorable woman in the world." 

She made no reply, engaged in the quest of the 
word, the phrase, which might hurt him least But when 
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he tried to capture the hand that had just laid down 
the palette, it evaded his clasp. 

"I know your secret," he continued softly. 

"My secret?" She blushed. 

"That you are Mademoiselle de Lautrec, the singer." 

"Oh!" 

The expression on her face puzzled him, but he con- 
tinued quickly: "I am at the foot of the ladder which 
you have dimbed, but I shall climb too, believe me. But 
it is not because you are a famous singer that I love 
you; it is because you are Tephany Lane. And I am 
not asking you to sacrifice your great position. Your 
success shall be dearer to me than my own. Together 
we " 

"Mr. Came, please, please stop!" 

"I love you madly, madly, I say." 

"But, unhappily, I do not love you." 

The words, not the ones she had chosen, burst from 
her with a force which brought Carne to his feet 

"But you will — I mean, that in time " 

"Never," said Tephany with inexorable emphasis. 

For the moment he was stunned, confounded; then 
she saw him collect himself. 

"You have heard about Yannik?" 

"Yes." 

"Ah!" His voice thrilled with hope. "And you 
blamed me?" 

"Very much." 

"What I have done, I should say what I meant to 
do, seemed an abominable sort of sin to you, didn't it? " 

She nodded gravely. 

"Unpardonable? " 
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**Yes." 

"I*m trying to look at it with your eyes. I wonder 
whether it would be possible for you to look at it with 
mine." Taking her silence to mean permission to state 
his case, he continued: "Pm going to tell you the out- 
rageous truth. Six weeks ago, I had one consuming 
ambition. I thought night and day of the big picture 
I meant to paint What I have done is not bad; I've 
been lucky, but I don't think my success, such as it is, 
has made an ass of me. I was able to measure the 
distance between myself and the giants. Then I came 
here. The atmosphere of this place touched me. I had 
the feeling that my chance would come, here. Then I 
met you." 

His voice softened, and the somewhat rigid lines of 
his figure relaxed. 

"I was painting- — do you remember? — in the Bois 
d' Amour, and you came strolling up the river. I was 
struggling with the form of the weeds under the water, 
and I had told myself that the difference between artist - 
and artisan lay in the power to capture and hold just 
such ephemeral things as the movement of those weeds, 
the ripples on the water, the glint of light upon leaves: 
all the things which vanish directly you see them." 

"I liked your enthusiasm." 

"Because you are an artist It takes an artist to 
understand an artist," he added shrewdly. 

"So far as Art is concerned, perhaps." 

"Miss Lane, the sight of you produced a revolution. 
Within a week my cherished theories were crumbling, 
within a fortnight they had ceased to exist Till I met 
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you I had put Art first; after I met you my Art became 
nothing more than a means to an end — you." 

He paused, awaiting a word, a gesture of encourage- 
ment T^phany sat still, playing with the lace upon her 
bosom. Carne's voice was harsher as he continued: 

"I found out that you were the famous singer. Who 
was I to ask you to share my life? The thought that I 
was so near to a triumph of my own drove me wild. 
Then I saw Yannik." He spoke more quickly, and more 
naturally. "When I saw her, I knew that I had found 
my opportunity. One always knows. I became wild to 
paint her, because I wanted you. Do you believe that?" 

"I believe it now." 

"Keats will tell you, and so will Ossory, that my 
best, I may say my only chance, of making a hit is with 
the nude. There may be Anglo-Saxon prejudices against 
undraped figures, but the fact remains that, of all things, 
they are the most difficult to paint. And the man who 
paints them successfully is at once acclaimed by those 
who really know." 

"I see." 

"Yes, Vm sure that I've said enough about that; 
and as for these peasants " 

"Peasants!" 

He perceived that he had blundered. Her tone was 
sharper; sympathy had gone out of it 

"Because you have Breton blood in you, I must be 
careful what I say. All the same, you can't imagine 
that Yannik shares your sensibility and delicacy of feel- 
ing? That is absurd. Her scruples were overcome 
easily enough." He shrugged his shoulders contemptu- 
ously and laughed, continuing defiantly: "In fact, I have 



238 THE FACE OF CLAY. 

asked for nothing that she was not willing to give for a 
consideration." 

"My opinion remains unchanged." 

"I know, I know, and therefore am I not entitled to 
some reward for deferring to it?" 

"You gave up Yannik on my account?" 

"To please you, for no other reason, I have aban- 
doned the hope of painting a big picture this summer." 

"You have behaved very generously, Mr. Came. I 
thank you from the bottom of my heart," 

"I want more than thanks," he said quietly. 

"And if — if that is impossible?" 

With a lithe movement, he seized her hands. 

"Why impossible?" he whispered tenderly. 

"Please let me go!" 

"I ought to have given you more time." His per- 
tinacity began to alarm her. "Yes, I've been too hasty. 
Pll leave you now, but Pm only repulsed. Miss Lane, 
not defeated. Of course, pardon me, if you are engaged 
to another man." 

"I am not," said T^phany. 

"Then I am confident that my love will kindle a 
response in you. I have distressed you, made you suffer 
— forgive me." 

He lifted his hat and went away, retreating through 
the trees as swiftly as he had come. 

Alone, T^phany tried to reduce- her thoughts to 
order. She asked herself peremptorily if she had raised 
in Came false hopes. No. He had interested her. His 
vitality, his impulsiveness, his temperament: these had 
appealed to a not dissimilar temperament and character. 

Thinking of Came first, she inevitably thought of 
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Michael an instant later. Michael, doubtless, had spoken 
to Came; had warned him. What had he said? What 
arguments had he used? Obviously, the ethical aspect 
of the case, however finely presented, had left Came 
cold. Honestly he admitted that he abandoned a 
cherished ambition for the sake of something nearer and 
dearer. What lever had Michael applied? She recalled 
Came's expression of assurance and confidence, as he 
came swiftly towards her. And the man was no fool. 
To him victory, not defeat, seemed certain. Why? Since 
she, on her part, felt equally certain that she had given 
him no encouragement 

Suddenly, the truth rose out of the mists in her mind 
and confronted her. Michael had told Came that the 
sacrifice of one ambition meant the achievement of the 
other. Michael had sent this man to her. 

When her blushes faded she realised that she was 
very angry. A passionate desire to see Michael, to see 
him at once, to rebuke him, overmastered her. Very 
hastily, she put together her painting things and slipped 
unobserved into her room. From the window she could 
see the lovers upon the lawn. They were sitting side by 
side; a glow illumined their pleasant faces. Tephany 
turned sharply from the window. 

Then she reflected that Came would return to Pont- 
Aven by the path which skirted the river. If she wished 
to avoid him she must take the road, or else postpone 
her interview with Michael. Immediately she decided 
to ride her bicyde. 

She was ascending the steep stairs which led to^the 
studio when an incident happened fraught with signifi* 
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cance to herself^ little as she divined it at the time. Upofi 
the landing in front of the studio lay a silver coin, a 
Crimean medal; T^phany picked it up, thinking that it 
must belong to Michael, who occasionally bought such 
wares. She came into the studio with the coin in her 
hand, but Michael was not there. In his place stood 
Furia The man's appearance struck her as pecuUar. 
Their eyes met Then the man uttered a cry and pointed 
at the medal in T6phan3r's hand. 

"It is mine," he said harshly. 

"Yours?" 

"Mine, Mademoiselle. I must have dropped it" 

She gave it to him; he took it with a certain haste 
and almost violence, slipping it into his pocket, while 
regarding T^phany with hostile, defiant eyes. It seemed 
to T^phany then — and afterwards, when she was able 
to analyse her impression with greater detachment — that 
the fellow resented her presence. 

"You look as if you had heard Lantec," she said. 
Lantec, it will be remembered, was Furic's patron, who 
had been drowned. According to Breton superstitions 
he had become one of the innumerable, unshriven, un- 
buried dead — a Bugul Noz. 

Furic started. 

"It is not Lantec who mocks me," he answered. 
Then he hooted in imitation of the uneasy spirit: 

"lou—Iou — lou ! " 

"You heard an owl," said T^hany calmly. 

"An owl. Mademoiselle? No. It was — no matter. 
Bugul Noz mocks me, but if I mock in return I shall 
be killed." 

Tephany nodded. Furic seemed to be curiously 
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.excited. T^phany endeavoured to soothe the savage 
■<a'eature. 

"You know, Furic, that Our Lady will not permit a 
-spirit of evil to hurt you." 

"Our Lady cares nothing for me," he growled, 
melted a little by the sympathy in her voice, but regard- 
ing her still with hostile, glowering eyes. Then he said 
•quickly: "You wish to see Monsieur?" 

"Naturally, since I am here." 

"You like him?" 

"We are very old friends," she answered. And then, 
without reason — as she told herself — she blushed 
furiously: scarlet to the tips of her ears. Some subtle, 
uncanny interrogation in the man's voice had produced 
this extraordinary blush. Like, of course, is rendered 
love in French, and Furic had emphasised the word, as 
if he had meant it to be translated as "love." Feeling 
liis piercing eyes almost burning her face, she asked con- 
fusedly: "When does Monsieur Ossory return?" 

"He went to Barbarin's to buy a tube of white paint" 

* Please go and tell Monsieur that I am here." 

The man nodded sullenly and obeyed. As he reached 
the door he turned. T6phany was looking out of the 
window. Furic's expression changed. A curious light 
flamed in his deepset eyes; the sullen look gave place 
to an eager, amazed expression, as if he had divined a 
rsecret hitherto unsuspected. Then he smiled slowly, 
showing his teeth in a snarl, that may be seen when a 
Jbunted fox faces the pack, knowing that the end has 
<ome, but determined to set his fangs in one at least of 
his pursuers. Had T^phany seen this strange, almost 
insane grin, she might well have wondered what. she had 
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done to provoke it She disliked Furic instinctively, 
and, because of this sense of repugnance, had been the 
more careful to disguise her feelings with kind words 
and glances. The man withdrew noiselessly. He was 
in his socks, his big sabots lying outside. 

Presently, T^phany turned firam the window and 
glanced round the studio. A new study of Furic was 
on the easel, still unfinished, but displaying Michael's 
wonderful technique and his Velasquez-like power of 
pourtraying character. Furic was striding into a mist, 
but looking back over his shoulder, presenting features 
convulsed by terror: the terror of one who knows that, 
however fast he may move, what is pursuing will move 
faster. The mist about to swallow up this wild creature 
seemed to have magnified his proportions. Furic ap- 
peared colossal: a giant flying from a power greater 
than himself. 

"This is really magnificent," said T^phany to her- 
self, but she shuddered as she gazed at it 

She walked back to the window, and looked out 
upon the pretty glade beneath. Her cheeks grew warm 
again as she recalled Furic's question, and forced her- 
self to answer it 

Yes; she loved Michael. Not with the virginal love, 
sweetly sentimental, of a maid in her teens — no! She 
loved the new Michael, but she felt that she could hate 
him. She realised that she did hate the woman who 
had come between them. ... 

Michael's step on the stair aroused her fh)m reverie. 
She turned to see him standing in the doorway, scru- 
tinising her with a curious, indefinable expression of 
^sadness. 
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"I am sorry to have kept yoii waiting, T^phany." 

Without any greeting, without offering to shake hands, 
she said abruptly: 

"Mr. Came has given up the idea of painting Yannik.*** 

**He told you so this morning?" 

"Yes. You asked him to do so, Michael?" 

"I did." 

"You must have used strong arguments." 

"They were strong enough." 

T6phany, looking down, went on hesitatingly: 

"I think you might have left my name out" 

"Was it not natural to tell him that, if he wished to 
keep your respect, he must put an end to his visits to 
Ros Braz?" 

T6phany faced him bravely enough. 

"But you encouraged him to believe that, as a re- 
ward for sta3dng away from Ros Braz, he might expect- 
something more than respect How dared you let him 
believe that?" 

"Then it's not true?" 

"True? It never could have been true. Never — 
never!" 

"He is a good fellow." 

"If he were the prince of good fellows, what would 
it matter to me? You have caused him and me a lot 
of unnecessary pain." 

"I am sorry. As a matter of fact, I don't care a rap 
for Came. I wished to do something for you** 

The sincerity of his tone disarmed resentment Not- 
withstanding, how humiliating to reflect that Michael 
might have taken it into his head that she had worn 
the willow for his sake; that, on this account, it had 

i6* 
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behoved him to "do something," to make an eflfort to 
find her a husband! 

"If you really believed that I ** she broke off 

confusedly. Then, half-laughing, half-angrily, she said: 
"Fancy you as a matchmaker 1 Perhaps you are not 
alone to blame; that dear foolish Machie — oh, Michael, 
she is going to marry Mr. Keats." 

"And you will go back%to the stage?" 

"The stage?" she gasped. "Who told you?" 

"Came let it out He made certain that I would 
know. Why didn't you tell an old friend?" 

"Did an old friend ask a word about my past, when 
we met?" 

"I didn't; that's perfectly true. I congratulate you 
from the bottom of my heart." 

Tephany hesitated. With a faint smile, she nodded 
her acknowledgments, adding quickly: 

"Did Mr. Came tell you that I had strained my 
vocal chords, and that, perhaps, I shall never sing in 
public again?" 

"No. Is that true? My poor little Tiphany!" 

He had approached her impulsively; then, as he was 
almost within touch, he stood still, the light fading in his 
eyes. For an instant man and woman read each other's 
hearts. Then Tephany moved to the door. 

"You are going?" Michael asked heavily. 
^ "We breakfast at twelve. Won't you come back 
with me? I have my bicycle, and you have yours." 

"_Really, I " 

Pride flashed upon her face. 

"If you have a better engagement " 

**Furic is coming." 
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«Pu't him off." 

"I am tempted to do so." 

"Suppose I offer to pose for you?" 

"You, Tephany?" 

"Why not? I have posed for you many times. 
Make a study of my head, and give it to me." 

He stared at her; then, with singular awkwardness, 
tempered by an unmistakable gratitude, he said con^ 
fusedly: 

"I have not painted a woman's head for years. I 
don't believe I — I could do it" 

"You are not going to be so churlish as to refuse 
to try?" 

"I couldn't do it; it is impossible. But I'll accept 
your invitation to breakfast." 

In silence they descended the stairs, and wheeled 
their bicycles down the steep road. At the bottom was 
a buvette, and outside it, unkempt, ragged, eyeing all 
foot passengers with fiery, blood-shot eyes, stood Furic, 
He looked savage when Michael told him he would not 
be wanted till the morrow. 

"I don't like that man," said Tephany. "I am 
afraid of him." 

"He's a Breton to the core," said Michael carelessly. 
Then he added: "You will be, perhaps, surprised to learri 
that Furic has been on a pilgrimage to some Pardon in 
the north. That's what took him from Pont-Aven. He 
returned half-starving. I discovered that the money I 
gave him for posing went to buy a railway ticket to 
Tr^guier and back." 

"To Tr^guier? Why Treguier?" 

"As you say — Why Treguier? It's mysterious. For 
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the man comes from Morbihan. He has no desire to go 
to Iceland, and, besides, this is not the time of year. 
He puzzles me, does Furic. But I half gathered that 
he had made a vow to Saint Yves, his patron saint" 

"Pm really afraid of him," repeated T^phany. 
• • • • • 

They crossed the bridge. At the same moment Came 
was approaching the hotel from Trimour. The Cali- 
fomian saw T^phany and Michael talking together with 
animation, nothing more, yet instinctively he divined part 
of the truth. He withdrew into one of the narrow alleys 
which lead to the Aven, and waited till they had 
mounted their machines and turned the sharp comer 
0.bove the inn. Then, seized with a passion of jealous 
rage, he went to his room, to pass the bitterest hour of 
his life. He was sensible, for the first time, that he was 
idone, face to face with himself — with his very Ego, the 
soul and spirit of him, hitherto shadowy and ill-defined^ 
uow of a sudden incarnate, solid, a tremendous person- 
ality from whom escape was impossible. He recognised 
this transformed self as something evil, repellent He 
hated Michael; he was conscious of an irresistible desire 
to injure him, to make him suffer as he himself suffered. 
T^phany's word infuriated him — the emphatic, disdainful 
"Never!" 
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CHAPTER XV. 
WIE EINST IM MAI. 

Donnez-moi en sourires pendant ma vie, ce que vous me don- 
nerez en souvenirs apr^s ma mort. 

During the next two days, Came debated the 
question whether or not he should accept "Never" as 
final. In his misery he took Machie and Keats into 
confidence. Such balm was poured upon his wound as: 
"Your declaration must have been premature," or (this 
from Johnnie), "You always get there in time, Clinton." 
Being young, sanguine, and with an agreeable sense of 
his own strength of will, Came mbbed in the ointment 
in a hopefiil spirit He had "mshed things" a bit, he 
told himself, and, after all, T^phany was a personage 
not to be wooed or won like a milkmaid. 

Moreover, when man and maid met, such awkward- 
ness as was inevitable became tempered by Came's ad- 
mirable manners. Smarting with defeat, tingling with 
resentment, he seemed to accept disaster with the smile, 
slightly disconsolate and therefore the more winning, of 
the gallant gentleman. Machie said to her Johnnie: 
"I'm sure the Cavaliers, after Naseby, looked just like 
poor Mr. Came;" whereupon her lover replied, with un- 
poetic discrimination: "All the same, Mollie, inside PU 
bet you he's feeling as mad as a wet hen." Then he 
added, rather nervously: "It must be a cold and clammy 
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experience, being refused by the person one loves. Vott 
know nothing of that" 

Machie answered nervously: "I suppose a woman 
feels just as cold and clammy when the man she cares 
about doesn't give her the chance of refusing to marry 
him." 

''I don't think that happens often in these days, my 
dearest." 

"Oftener than you would suppose." 

"What a romantic creature you are!" 

The lady admitted as much by blushing softly. 

"So am I," murmured Keats. "I don't look any 
more romantic than a last year's bird's-nest; but I feel 
like Romeo sometimes." 

It was the romance in these two persons which ac- 
celerated catastrophe. Machie expostulated with T^phany. 
Keats fired his friend and hero to more strenuous en- 
deavour. 

"Are you sure you know your own mind?" Machie 
demanded, as they sat together after dinner under the 
trees in front of the house, 

"I cannot say honestly that I do,** said T^phany; 
but she was thinking of Michael, not of the Californian. 

"You did encourage him, you know." 

"Are you speaking of Mr. Came?" 

"To be sure. Of whom else, pray, should I be 
speaking? The interest you have taken in his work, in 
his talk, in his family " 

"And how often have I asked after your aunt, who 
suffers so dreadfully with neuralgia?" 

"If you can reconcile your conduct to your con- 
science, I have nothing to say." Miss Machin resolutely 
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dosed her lips for at least two minutes; then she added^ 
as if speaking to herself: "It is so shocking that this 
should have happened when he is seven thousand miles 
away from his people." 

Almost at the same moment Johnnie Keats, smoking 
his cigar in the garden behind the annexe, was extolling 
patience and tenacity as cardinal virtues. 

"She'll surrender in time, old man." 

"To somebody else," Came replied gloomily. In his 
friend's company he wore no mask. "If she does " 

"Well — if she does?" repeated Keats. 

"PU paint that picture," said Came violently. 

The Satellite lit another cigar, looking askance at his 
sun, whose splendour, somehow, seemed to be obscured. 
But when the cigar was drawing properly, he mur- 
mured: "It'll be all right, you'll see. You've got cold 
feet too soon." 

"I wish I could believe that, Johnnie." 

"You will believe it, and laugh at it, next week." 

During that week Came walked twice to Ros Braz 
in the hope of seeing T^phany, and he did see her, 
thanks to Miss Machin. After the first meeting, when 
Came assumed the smile of the cavalier, old habits as- 
serted themselves. Came and Keats drank tea on the 
lawn, as usual, and T^phany was foolish enough to con- 
sole herself with the reflection that, if she had lost a 
lover, she had gained a friend. Machie, beguiled by 
her Johnnie, held her tongue. 

"We must give Clinton a free hand," Keats whis- 
pered. "He's playing the brother and sister act now» 
We know what that means." 

"Yes," said Miss Machin, feeling unaccountably guilty* 
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"Isn't it exciting?" 

"Very." 

"When she finds that he's quit making love, she'll 
want him to start in again." 

"You know all about us, Johnnie." 

"I've made an exhaustive study of your perplexing 
sex at a distance. One sees clearly at a distance. 
When I find myself quite dose to lovely woman I con- 
fess that I am dazzled, blinded." 

"Really?" 

"That's so." 

A few days more passed. T^phany saw that Yan- 
nik's face showed renewed signs of anxiety. M^re Poul- 
dour, probably, had been using pressure, and, after some 
coaxing upon the part of T^phany, the girl confessed 
that her grandmother gave her no peace. 

"But Monsieur Carne, has he " T^phany paused, 

unwilling to finish the sentence. 

"Oh no. Mademoiselle," Yannik replied simply; then 
she added: "He has taken away the big canvas." 

"I am glad to hear that, Yannik." 

"Mademoiselle will forgive me for asking, but how 
did she happen to hear about the posing for — for the 
figure?" 

Her face was rose-pink as she asked the question. 

"Mr. Came told me that he had given up the idea 
of it I am very glad. It would have been wrong for 
you." 

Yannik shrugged her shoulders. 

"All the same, Mademoiselle, it was Monsieur Ossory 
who made me refuse. Grand'mire thinks me a little 
fool, and last night I left the tripod in the cinders." 
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"The tripod in the cinders?" repieated T^phany, 
much puzzled. "Why shouldn't you leave the tripod in 
the cinders?" 

The tripod (trepied) upon which Breton housewives 
<io their cooking must never be left in the cinders be- 
cause the souls of the dead, returning at night to the 
familiar hearth, and alighting upon a red-hot object, 
might suffer grave discomfort T^phany remembered 
this curious tradition as soon as Yannik began her exr 
planation, and with great difficulty repressed a smile. 
Yannik, however, was on the edge of tears. 

"Grand'm^re said I was heartless; that the dead 
were nothing to me; that I put wool in my ears so as 
not to hear their reproaches." 

"That is really nonsense, Yannik." 
"Oh, Mademoiselle, I wish I could think so." 
"And the sooner you are safely married the better." 
"So L^n says," Yannik replied seriously. 

Upon the following afternoon, Michael came to Ros 
Braz. In answer to a question, Michael told the ladies 
that he had been absorbed in a portrait of Furic, a pic- 
ture from the study which T^phany had seen on the 
easel. 

"That savage?" T^phany exclaimed, unable to con- 
ceal her disdain. 

"I have tried to capture the savage," Michael re- 
plied phlegmatically. "It's the primal wildness of the 
fellow's face which baffles me. It glares out of his eyes, 
unexpectedly, and then it's gone." 

"He looks such a beast, Mr. Ossory." 

"That is a hard word. Miss Machin." 
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T^phany said nothing, reflecting with bitterness that 
she had begged Michael to make a portrait of beauty; 
and he preferred the beast. She heard Machie's voice^ 
flowing equably on. 

"Furic looks as if he had an ugly secret, which he 
can't keep under lock and key." 

"That's it exactly. You see, Furic belongs to the 
age which had no locks and keys. Men who wished to 
hide their faces hid themselves in caves or behind great 
stones; and sometimes one can conceive that they looked 
out " 

"Oh! don't!" Machie protested. "If I meet that 
man alone I shall die of fright" 

"The man is a survival of an almost extinct type," 
continued Michael. "I told you that he went to Treguier 
the other day. Well, it seems that his object was to in- 
voke the aid of Saint Yves-de-la- V6rit^." 

"Why?" said T^phany. 

"Who is Saint Yves-de-la-V^rite? " Miss Machin 
demanded. 

Michael explained. Saint Yves, the patron saint of 
lawyers, is beloved and feared by Bretons as the pro- 
tector and avenger of the poor, particularly of the poor 
who are too weak and obscure to appeal successfully 
to human justice. The peasant who cannot aflford to 
employ a lawyer invokes Saint Yves. Not far from 
Treguier, near the hamlet of Tredarzec, there used to 
be a chapel and an ossuary, of which to-day not a stone 
or trace remains. Within recent times a venerated 
image of the saint was enshrined in the ossuary, and to 
it resorted in large numbers the weak and oppressed, 
seeking vengeance on their enemies. Less than five- 
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and-twenty years ago it was fervently believed that the 
^aint would punish either with sickness or death all evil- 
doers who oppressed his petitioners. On the other hand, 
an abuse of privilege such as that involved in demand- 
ing vengeance upon the innocent recoiled upon the head 
of the pilgrim. This peculiar cult was very nearly ex- 
tinguished by the destruction of the ossuary and the 
removal of the image. 

"Is that all?" Machie asked. 

"There is more," repUed Michael. "The priest of 
Tredarzec, who removed the image of the saint and hid 
it, died suddenly in his bed, strangled, so his parishioners 
believed, by the hands of the image. The unfortunate 
-curb's servant swore that she heard the image descend- 
ing from the garret where it was hid, that it halted at 
her master's door, and entered. Science at the inquest 
<iecided that the good man died of apoplexy." 

"Furic believes that story, I suppose," said Machie. 

"No doubt." 

"I should not care to be his enemy." 

"A$ to that," said T^phany, "the fact that Furic in- 
vokes the Saint's aid, instead of taking his vengeance in 
his own hands, is a guarantee of safety for the enemy." 

"Not always," said Michael. "The priests put down 
this particular cult because they knew that the petitioner 
very often assisted the saint, if he showed any dilatori- 
ness." 

"I wonder who Furic's oppressor is?" 

"Probably the patron of the tunny-boat who dis- 
charged him." 

"Furic told you the object of his pilgrimage?" said 
Tephany. 
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"Yes, with the grimmest relish imaginable." 

"He believes that Saint Yves will help him?** 

"He is quite sure of it" 

"The superstition of these people is something in- 
credible," said Miss Machin. "Tell Mr. Ossory about 
little Yannik and the tripod." 

T^phany told the story, to which Michael listened 
attentively, with a slight frown upon his face. Was it 
possible that Came still cherished the design of painting 
the girl? If so, he must have abandoned all hope of 
winning T^hany. At the end of the story he said 
heavily: 

"That old woman is half-crazy, but she has suffered 
cruelly. As for her belief in the dead returning to the 
places and the people with whom they were closely as- 
sociated in life, I do not dare to laugh at what has been 
and is still held as a sacred conviction by millions of 
men and women." 

"Have you had experiences?" Mary Machin asked* 
Tephany looked at Michael. 

"Experiences, Miss Machin? Are feeling, instinct, 
emotion to be classified as experiences? I have often 
thought that the dead, particularly the unhappy dead, 
do return " 

"Like Fantec's wife," suggested Machie, very solemnly. 
At once the tension was relieved. Tephany laughed. 

"Thanks, Machie. I was beginning to feel uncom- 
fortable." 

"But I was not joking," protested Mary Machin. 
"And Fantec swears that he saw his wife night after night'* 

"Having previously drunk half a bottle of cognac," 
Tephany retorted. 
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Michael rose abruptly, took leave of the ladies, and 
departed. At once Miss Machin accused T^phany of 
flippancy and lack of sympathy. 

"You drove him away, and he was going to tell us 
some of his weird experiences." 

"No," said T^phany decidedly. "Michael does not 
tell anything concerning himself." 

"When we first came here," Machie continued, "you 
were inclined to believe the traditions of the province. 
Now you make fun of them." 

"Perhaps I see plainly what mischief they can do, 
what lives may be wrfecked by them." 

"Oh!" exclaimed Miss Machin, slightly puzzled, but 
thinking that Tephany was speaking and thinking of 
Yannik. 

Tephany, however, was thinking of Michael, trying 
to pierce the crust of his impassive manner. In Michael, 
as in herself, slumbered — and how easily awakened! — 
an impish spirit of superstition, small, but capable of 
assuming vast proportions. Tephany was aware that, 
under the stress of certain circumstances, she might 
become morbid; and of late she had asked herself a 
thousand times whether Michael were not morbid, and; 
answering this question in the afHrmative, whether it 
thus accounted for the mystery which lay, like a bank 
of fog, between them. If an innate tendency to ex- 
aggerate evil and its effects had made him stigmatise 
himself as a criminal, for instance^ when a man of less 
fine sensibilities would have used no harsher word than 
sinner, would it be possible to change this aspect of his 
character by altering, somehow or another, his point of 
view? Then, like a sudden shower of sleet out of a 
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Spring sky, came the chilling reflection that Yvonne — 
good, kind Yvonne — would have no dealings with Michael 
Ossory. His sin, in her eyes, had been regarded un- 
pardonable. 

T^phany was passing the Pouldour cottage upon the 
following morning, when Yannik ran out to greet her 
with a face so radiant that, for the moment, Tephany 
hardly recognised her. Yannik at once plunged into a 
somewhat inarticulate recital of an amazing piece of 
good fortune. L^n and she were to be married within 
a month. To L^on had been given the loan of a boat, 
and nets, and a sum of money: everjrthing that was 
needful. 

"Has L^on a fairy godmother, Yannik?" 

"Mademoiselle, it is Monsieur Ossory. He has let 
us have the use of La CigaU, equipped, mind you, for 
the fishing. And all we have to do in return is to get 
married." 

"Monsieur Ossory is generous." 

Yannik exhausted her vocabulary in praising Michael. 

"But what will he do without his boat?" inquired 
Tephany, after a pause. 

As to that Yannik understood from L6on that Monsieur 
Ossory was leaving Pont-Aven. 

"Leaving Pont-Aven?" Tephany repeated the words, 
**And when?" 

Yannik knew nothing: still, it was clear, was it not, 
that the most generous of men would not give up a 
favourite boat unless he were going elsewhere, and a 
long way off, too, because Leon had professed his willing- 
ness to sail the boat to England if it were necessary — — 
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Tdphany went on her way sorely perturbed by this 
piece of news. Why should Michael leave Pont-Aven? 
And from her knowledge of his character, was he not 
quite capable of slipping away without leave-taking other 
than a hastily-scribbled note? At the possibility — nay, 
.probability — of this, T^phany found her heart beating. 
Then a curious light shone in her eyes. Singing masters 
had been familiar with Uiis glow, which indicated an 
illumination of dark and difficult places. She returned 
to the chdteau, and wrote a note to Michael, asking him 
to dine with them on the following evening. She added 
a postscript to the effect that she would accept no rer 
fusal. This she despatched by a bare-footed urchin to 
Pont-Aven, instructing her messenger to find Michael 
and to bring back an answer. Presently, the urchin re- 
turned bearing a verbal answer- — **Yes." Later, Tephany 
said quietly to Mary Machin: 

"I want to try over a song or two with you." 

"You are going to sing?" 

**Yes; I am sure my throat is perfectly well. Sir 
Japhet said I might attempt two or three songs, simple 
ones, of course." 

"What songs?" 

"Lassen's Alleneehn, and the Love Song of Har 
Dyair 

"The Love Song of Har Dyal?" Machie's soft blue 
eyes twinkled. 

"Why not? It is one of my favourites." 

Machie opened the piano. 

The songs went surprisingly well, and Tephany de- 
clared that her throat felt none the worse for singing. 

The Face of Clay, ' 17 
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It is tnie she sang them sotto voce, but her tone had 
regained its wonderful velvety quality. 

"If only Mr. Came could hear you!" said Machie^ 
as the last line of Har Dyal's song melted away. She 
made certain that T6phany had changed her mind — 
that she had chosen this particular song deliberately. 
What a charming way of calling back a lover too hastily 
dismissed! Machie continued: "Johnnie has said half a 
dozen times that Mr. Carne adores first-rate singing. 
And he's wild to hear you himself." 

"Johnnie would sooner talk to you," T^phany replied 
absently. "We will ask them to dine." 

"To-morrow?" 

"No, not to-morrow. Michael Ossory is coming to- 
morrow." 

"Michael Ossory? *• Suspicion glimmered in Machie's 
fine blue eyes, but T^phany continued suavely: 

"He is going away, leaving Pont-Aven for an in- 
definite time. We may not see him again." 

"I am so sorry. I like him so much. It is a thou- 
sand pities that he should be such a hermit." 

Tephany nodded, and left the room. Mary Machin 
played over the last bars of Har Dyal's song, very softly. 
Her blue eyes were clouded, her placid forehead was 
slightly lined, as she murmured to herself, "Have I made 
a mistake?" 



Upon arrival, Michael said curtly that he was leaving 
Pont-Aven for Le Faou^t He met squarely T^phany's 
glance, but she noted in that poignant expression, which 
we may find in the eyes of a dear friend about to set 
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feail for a distant country, the eloquent question, "When 
and where shall we two meet again?" 

"We have heard of your great kindness to Lten and 
Yannik," said Mary Madiin. 

"They will be married at once; and you, Miss Machin, 
will not be cruel enough, I am sure, to keep such a good 
fellow as Keats waiting; so I have brought you this.'' 
And he presented a small box of tortoise-shell inlaid 
irith silver. 

Mary, after thanking him, admitted, with blushes^ 
that her Johnnie refused to be kept waiting. Michael 
turned to T^phany. 

"And you, I suppose, will go back to your triumphs?*' 

"Perhaps," said T^phany. 

"Of course she will," affirmed her friend. "She 
sang yesterday; her voice is better than ever." 

"I should like to hear you sing, Tephany." 

"You shall," she said, with a slight blush, reflecting 
how easy it was to deceive such ingenuous friends. 

After dinner they sat in the garden, while Michael 
smoked. In the long grass beneath the trees the glow- 
worms were shining. Tephany reminded Michael of the 
bonfires around which they had danced ten years before, 
of the games of hide-and-seek among the stocks of hay, 
of the peasants marching home singing, the girls wearing 
the glow-worms in their hair. Michael remembered well 
those midsummer nights, and then began to recall a 
thousand incidents, showing how firmly they were rooted 
in his memory. 

"And our pDgrimage to la source muette** 

**La source muette?" repeated Mary Machin. 

Michael repeated the legend of Saint Envel and the 

17* 
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maiden Jdna. How they had built hermitages on each 
side of a babbling brook; how they had sworn not to 
speak or meet, but always to pray together; how, one 
evening, when heavy rains had turned the brook into a 
roaring torrent, Envel was unable to hear the prayers of 
his beloved. And how, in his distress, he had comr 
tnanded the stream to be still. And ever since, it winds 
its way through mosses and ferns, over shallows and 
deep pools, in silence — the fountain that is mute. More- 
over, old wives still affirm that if a wa3rfarer should bathe 
in or drink of its waters, he too will lose voice and 
memory, for la source tnuetie is the Lethe of Armorica. 
* When the simple story had been told, there was 
silence. Then T^phany said slowly: ** Michael, I am 
going to sing to you. Sit here, and don't move! I shall 
sing only two songs. When I have sung them I will 
come back." 

As she spoke her voice quavered. At that moment 
Mary Machin guessed how it was with her friend. 

Michael made no answer. He sat smoking, his eyes 
upon the river below as T^phany sang to him. 

Es bliiht und funkelt heut' auf jedem Grabe, 

Ein Tag im Jahre ist den Toten frei; 
Komm' an mein Herz, dass ich dich wieder habe, 

Wie einst im Mai, 

Wie einst im Mai. , . . 

The exquisite melancholy of the words would have 
deeply impressed such a man at any time, but sung in- 
comparably by the woman he loved, they stirred every 
fibre of his soul. He trembled as the sighing, yearning 
notes floated out of the shadows. Then, for an instant, 
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i furious feeling of resentment possessed him. So the 
syrens sang to shipwrecked men, luring them to madness 
and death, weaving the spells of the might-have-been 
upon stricken, tempest-tossed bodies. 

Tephany began liar DyaVs Love Song, It is an 
inexplicable fact that sound can create colour and 
atmosphere. In particular, a perfect voice would seem 
to have power to bear the listener whither it pleasesi 
Allerseelen had transported Michael to the cemetery at 
Nizon, upon the day when all graves are gay with 
flowers. And the voice had been the voice of a spirit, 
coming from immeasurable distances, and to Michael — 
as has been said — mockingly cruel. 

The Song of Har Dyal had precisely the opposite 
effect From death Michael felt that he was whirled 
back into life. No spirit sighed its passionate requiem 
of the past, but a living woman summoned her lover to 
come to her from pole to pole, if need be, across all 
obstacles. The shadows of the quiet garden of sleep 
vanished beneath the blazing rays of an eastern sun; . • * 

Below my feet the still bazaar is laid; 

Far, far below the weary camels lie — 
The camels and the captives of thy raid ; 

Come back to me, beloved, or I die! 
Come back to me, beloved, or I die! 

Michael arose as if in obedience to that thrilling 
summons. So standing the penultimate line of the last 
verse came to him — , , 

My bread is sorrow, and my drink is tears. 

Then again, the call, the pitiful entreaty, subtly coil- 
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veying th(9 woman's doubt, her weakness, her loneliness^ 
her poignant protest against destiny. Lastly, the repeti- 
tion of the call, affirming the penalty to be paid if it 
were unheeded, the conviction that death must follow: 

Come back to me, beloved, or I die! 

Michael turned to meet T^hany as she came alone 
put of the dimly-lighted room into the cool obscurity of 
the garden. 

''Why did you sing that song?" he asked. 

The moment had come to speak, or to remain silent 
for ever. She trembled violently as she leaned towards 
him, raising beseeching eyes to him, holding out her 
hands. The faint perfume of the roses in her dress 
floated to his nostrils. To him she seemed younger, the 
Tdphany Lane of long ago, wild, thrilled by every passing 
emotion, but always generous and pitiful. And in the 
tender gloaming he, too, was changed into the old 
Michael The light from the newly-risen moon smoothed 
the lines from his brow, filled up the hollows in his 
cheeks, bathed him in rejuvenating beams. 

"Michael, don't you know that I want you?" 

The flame in his eyes blazed out, but he stepped 
back, ignoring her outstretched hands. With a triumphant 
note, she continued: "And you want me, Michael — you 
want me?" 

"My God! how I want you!" 

The words broke from him with a passion impossible 
to describe. 

"Then— take me!" 

As he was about to speak, she laid her hand lightly 
upon his lips. 
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"Say nothing," she whispered. "You don't quite 
understand me. What has been does not, shall not" — 
he caught the defiance in her tone — "part us." "You 
said once that between us only silence was possible; 
well, let it be so. I prefer silence; silence is best You 
wronged another woman deeply. I have felt it from 
the moment we met, and you have endured years of 
remorse. You may have to suffer as long as you live. If so, 
let me share that suffering; but its cause I do not wish 
to know. I had a shameful curiosity once — well, it has 
gone. Can I make you believe that?" , 

"Not yet. If only you could?" 

He let his eyes turn from her face^ as if he could 
not withstand the supplication, so intensely eloquent, 
upon it Then, as if divining that he could not resist 
her if she spoke again, he burst out violently: 

"You are a generous woman, T^phany; you have 
sung, you have spoken, to-night on the wild impulse of 
pity" — he hesitated, as if searching for an adequate 
phrase — "of pity," he repeated. 

"No, no," she interrupted. 

"I must give you time to consider. I am the 
stronger; I must consider you — protect you from your- 
self " 

"If I let you go now, you will not come back." 

"I will come back," he answered gravely. 

" When — where ? " 

"I shall be at the Chapel of Trimour at ten to- 
morrow morning. If you do not meet me " 

"I shall be there." He noted the triumph in her 
voice. Then she whispered softly: "Good night, dear 
Michael," and held out her hand. 
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"Good night, Tephany." 

When she felt the touch of his hand she smiled. 

"How young you look!" he exclaimed. 

"The moon is kind to you, too," she whispered. 

Michael, indeed, appeared suddenly as the young 
man at Saint Malo — with features twisted not by age, 
but by the misery of parting. The scene on board the 
packet-boat reproduced itself with extraordinary vividness. 
Details, even, were not lacking: the throb of the engines, 
the laughter of the homing travellers, the harsh, imperious 
cry, "Gangwa3r's being cast loose, sir!" 

"Are you as strong as you used to be, Michael?" 

"Eh?" He did not understand. 

"You picked me up. Do you remember?" 

"So I did; so I did." 

She looked aside, blushing. 

"I wonder whether you could do it again — now," 
she whispered. 

For answer he seized her, and lifted her easily from 
the ground, looking up into her face, while she looked 
down upon his, half-frightened, half-delighted at the 
strength she had provoked. She half closed her eyes as 
he drew her downwards, wondering if he could hear the 
throbbing of her heart; and then — conscious, possibly, 
of an arrested movement — she opened her eyes wide, 
meeting his eyes with a glance of mingled surprise and 
interrogation. Now the moon played no tricks. The 
Michael intently regarding her was the man of thirty- 
five, scarred by suffering: and she knew that to him, 
also, she was no longer the nymph, but the woman who 
had put away long ago childish things, although not all 
of them. Only for a moment did he hold her poised, 
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as it were, between the past and the future. Then he 
put her down gently. 

"I am stronger than I used to be," he said. 

"I am strong, too," T^phany replied, with a certain 
defiance, knowing that he distrusted not his, but her 
weakness. Michael smiled as he turned from her. 

"Michael " 

"Well?" 

"When you come to-morrow, bring the mask with you." 

"The mask?" 

"That we may destroy it — ^together, before we be- 
gin the new Hfe." 

He did not answer without a brief delay. When 
his eyes sought hers, he knew that she would not fail 
him, that the night would but strengthen her determina^ 
tion to begin the new life without looking back upon 
the old. 

"You are right," he replied. "I will bring the mask 
with me, and you shall destroy it." 

"It is your wish, Michael, that it should be des- 
troyed now?" 

He made a sign of assent. The poignant inflection 
of the "now," and all it implied, drove speech from his 
lips. In silence, without looking back, he walked swiftly 
away. T^phany watched his fine form melt and vanish 
into the shadows. When she could no longer see him 
or hear him, she smiled triumphantly, but her eyes 
were wet. 
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CHAPTER XVL 
REVELATION. 

Aye, many flowery islands He 
In the waters of wild agony. 

That night T^phany kept vigil, but towards morn- 
ing she fell into a sweet and dreamless sleep , not wak- 
ing till the sun was already high in the heavens. For 
a moment she lay in delicious subconsciousness, inhal* 
ing the morning's air, and knowing only that it was 
good. Sunshine, scented with roses and honeysuckle, 
streamed into the room between the half-dosed shutters. 
And when she opened her eyes, T^phany saw a broad 
shaft of light, in which myriads of atoms were dancing. 
The atoms were dust, but the sun had transmuted them 
into gold. 

I'ephany slipped out of bed and hastened to the 
window, which commanded a fine view. Although the 
sun was shining, rain had fallen during the night, and 
a mist, not yet dispersed, hung upon the river and the 
low-lying land about it This naist, so T^phany ob- 
served, had subtly enhanced in beauty the fine upper 
features of the landscape, the noble slope of the Poulguen 
woods, the superb curve of the shore, the ancient castle, 
while obscuring what was monotonous and mean. The 
mud-flats, laid bare by an out-going tide, shone like vast 
sheets of silver; the rocks assumed the shadowy forms 
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of prehistoric monsters; the fields of the peasants were 
as fields of Ardath: white beneath the spell of 21 
magician. 

Under ordinary conditions — in the middle of the 
day, for instance — this landscape, beloved by T6phany 
since her childhood, presented a pretty, but slightly 
monotonous aspect, not comparable, as Machie had 
pointed out, to the pastoral beauty of Surrey or Hamp- 
shire. That, however, was a partial Englishwoman's 
first impressions. Machie, later, admitted the existence 
of a fascination which might account for the home-sick- 
ness of Breton peasants whenever they left their own 
country. But, acknowledging the fascination, she pro- 
claimed her inability to analyse it 

Tdphany, however, contended that fascination, 
whether of human beings or of places, could be defined, 
and within a phrase. With things animate and in- 
animate, their power to charm might be measured by 
their capacity of seeming other than what they really 
were. The witchery of the sea, the fascination of the 
desert, lay in this quality. Was anything in the world 
less interesting than a handful of sand, or a pint of sea- 
water? Yet each, multiplied indefinitely, represented 
enchantment And to T^phany the subtle attraction of 
her native land was as the Sahara to the Sheik, because 
its aspect was eternally changing. 

Gazing at Poulguen glorified by the spirit of thq 
mist, she thought tenderly of Michael Mist obscured 
him; yet she loved him. She felt inordinately glad that 
she was going to him; she counted the minutes, the 
miles that lay between them. A long vigil had but 
strengthened her determination to blind herself in regard 
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to the past; she gazed fearlessly and steadfastly into th6 
present and future. 

Then suddenly some wandering breeze dispersed that 
portion of the mist which had changed mtid-flats into 
shimmering sheets of silver. A faint, sickly smell assailed 
her nostrils, as the foul marsh revealed itself. Then, as 
quickly, the mist descended, land T^phany smelled once 
more the roses and the honeysuckle of her garden. 

But the joyous light had faded in her eyes as she 
turned from the window. 

When she approached Trimour, upon the stroke of 
ten, the mist had vanished, and an incoming tide filled 
the estuary. Soft, rose-grey cloudlets flecked the skies, 
through which the sun shone witfi tempered rays. The 
heavy mist, in fact, had left behind a haze. Seen through 
this, the hills and valleys between Ros Braz and Pont^ 
Aven assumed a delicacy of tint and tone: aJike the 
delight and despair of such artists as beheld it The 
contour of the hills melted into the horizon, so that it 
was almost impossible to determine where earth ended 
and sky began; from the tortuous valleys ascended filmy 
wreaths of amethystine vapour; the masses of moorland 
were etherealised; the brilliant yellows and too vivid 
madders of gorse and heather presented an exquisite 
harmony of lavender and gold. The sweet loveliness of 
the world filled T^phany's eyes and heart with a sense 
of intimacy and affection. Above all places on the glad 
earth, this place was especially dear to Michael and her* 
Together they had explored each winding lane; they had 
gathered every familiar flower; they knew every stone 
and tree and cottage. 

Pireisently, she reached the grove of ash and chestnut 
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'and oak which suriroands the chapel Through the 
foliage she could see the grey granite of its wall, the 
'flamboyant window^ the low door through which she had 
passed as a child to kneel with other children at the 
Pardon des Enfants. 

Michael, however, was not in this familiar picture. 

For a moment she was assailed by the fear that he 
had failed to keep tryst Then, with a thrilling revulsion 
of feeling, she saw a man standing beneath the eas| 
window, upon the spot where Yannik had invoked the 
assistance and protection of the saint. Although her 
feet trod noiselessly upon the thick carpet of moss beneath 
the trees, he seemed to divine her presence. She saw 
him turn his head sharply. 

It was Furic^ not Michael. 

He came forward, holding something white in his 
hand: a note from Michael. T6phany took it and tore 
open the envelope. 

"If you are of the same mind as last night, come to 
the studio." 

The note was unsigned and unaddressed. Tdphany 
looked up to perceive Furic staring at her with his un- 
canny fixity of glance. Beneath his glance she flushed 
slightly as she thanked him for bringing the note. Then 
Furic said heavily: 

"Monsieur Ossory has done with me. Do you want 
a model. Mademoiselle?" 

"I? No." 

"Your friend, perhaps " 

To get rid of him, T^phany nodded. Possibly Miss 
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Machin or Mr. Keats might want a model. Furic would 
find them at Ros Braz. 

"But you, Mademoiselle, you are going to Pont-Aven? " 

"Yes." 

Again she was conscious that the man's eyes were 
fixed upon her face with an interrogation and derision 
impossible to describe. 

"To Monsieur Ossory, to whom you are fiancee, is it 
not so, Mademoiselle?" 

For an instant the desire to rebuke him flamed in her; 
and yet his voice, though not his gaze, was void of offence. 
She drew herself up, and answered him evasively: 

"I am going to Monsieur Ossory." 

"I make you a thousand compliments. Mademoiselle.'' 

T6phany nodded again, and passed on with flutter- 
ing pulses. 

As she approached Ponfr-Aven her pace grew slower* 
She thought she had divined Michael*s reason for asking 
her to come to the studio. There, where he had suffered 
so much, let joy touch him with healing fingers. At 
Trimour, too, they might have been disturbed by a 
passing peasant or a tourist from the hotel. Michael 
had done well to send the note. Thus musing, she 
heard voices behind her — a man's laugh, a girl's gay ac- 
cents. Looking back she saw Yannik and L^on Bourhis 
walking swiftly towards her with the light, quick steps 
of youth and health. They walked as lovers walk, with 
their arms interlaced, their heads dose together, the 
girl's coif almost touching the man's powerful shoulden 
Each wore the costume. Obviously they were on their 
way to the marriage of some friend or relation. 

"Ah, Yannik, is it thou?" 
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"Yes, Mademoiselle. Marie-Jeanne Penker is to be 
snarried this morning. She had to wait a long time, the 
poor Marie- Jeanne, but now she is as happy as ** 

"As we are," added L^on. 

He went on to speak of the blessings of marriage, 
Using a freedom of phrase which made Yannik lay her 
hand across his mouth. 

"One does not say such things, my Lton." 

"Pouf-f-f! I am not ashamed of loving thee to dis- 
traction, my sweet little white hen." 

They passed on, T^phany heard their laughter float- 
ing back to her, as if it were an echo of all the delight- 
ful, simple joys in the world. She stood still, absorbing 
greedily and gratefully that mirthful laughter. Upon the 
granite rocks at her feet were tiny pools of water, re^ 
fleeting the pale rose tints of the sky; the leaves on the 
trees had been washed dean by the night's rain. Per- 
haps the incomparable freshness of this landscape seemed 
to T^hany the more fascinating because she felt that 
the hour was at hand when she might be called upon to 
leave it Then she turned her face from it, and surveyed 
a building to her right, an oblong of new masonry, crude 
and unrelieved by any attempt at embellishment, standing 
forlornly defiant against the soft skies — the sanctuary of 
some unfortunate nuns who had been driven out of their 
ancient home elsewhere. The building was surrounded 
by a stone wall, and the mms within the wall rarely 
wandered beyond it T^phany thought of the barren 
lives it encompassed and confined. A sudden spasm of 
sadness and melancholy drove the love-light from her 
eyes as she followed Yannik and L6on into the town 
where a wedding-bell was pealing. 
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Michael was waiting for her at the foot of the stairs; 
but he did not speak till she had entered the studio. 
Then he said hoarsely: 

"So you have come?" 

"Did you think I would not come? " She smiled at 
liim, trying to hide the distress which his appearance 
had aroused in her. Upon the table lay the mask. 

"I asked you to come here," he said slowly, "be- 
cause I must tell you the truth. If then " He did 

not complete the phrase, continuing quickly in another 
tone: "I did not believe it posssible that I could tell you; 
the conviction that I must has been agony." 

The suffering upon his face was so plainly marked 
that her eyes fell. She looked at the smiling mask. 

"PU break this first," said T^phany. 

"Wait This mask is not unique, you must imder- 
stand. It can be bought at any plastercast sellers in Paris." 

"I know that," T6phany replied; "and I have guessed 
already that you bought it because it resembles the girl 
who came between us." 

"It was the death-mask of the girl herself," said 
Michael, in a low voice. 

"Ohl" said T^phany faintly. Her thoughts were 
jostling each other in wild disorder. What had Carne 

said? The girl had been found drowned, or With 

a violent effort she controlled herself. Out of this dis- 
coloured ebullition one crystal-clear determination resolved 
itself. She said sharply: "Tell me nothing more." 

"But, T^phany, I feel very strongly that — that it is 
her wish you should know everything." 

Tephany flushed slightly. The strange use of the 
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personal prbnoun arrested attention. The Bretonne within 
her accepted his statement. For the moment she be- 
lieved that the spirit of the dead woman had imposed 
a command upon the man. What was best and worst 
in her nature rose to confront a phantom rival, whom 
she hated. 

"You saw her last night?" 

"I have never seen her since she died, but always, 
always, I have felt that she was near me." 

"You mean that her memory haunted you?" 

"I mean that I believe that beneath the thousand 
superstitions concerning the dead there lies a truth which 
each must interpret for himself. Last night, for in- 
stance, I knew — I knew, I say, that some power stronger 
than my own intelligence and will was urging me to 
speak." 

Again Tephany looked at the mask. At the angle 
Michael was holding it, its impassivity, its unconcern^ 
were significant. 

"She has changed," Tephany whispered. 

"Yes," he said quietly, "she has changed." 

Tephany retorted, with a shade of impatience: 

"You mean that we have changed: that conditions, 
in short, are different The plaster has not changed." 
Then, as he remained silent, she continued vehemently: 
"I hate this thing, because it has made you morbid, 
Michael; because, as you admit, it has biassed your in- 
telligence and will I do not wish to hear its story " 

"And my story," he interrupted. 

"I absolutely refuse to listen to it" As she spoke, 
she fancied that his face brightened. "I have reasons, 
,and I am not afraid to give them to you." Her voice 

TJie Face of Clay, 1 8 
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softened delightfully. Then, very quickly, she took the 
mask from his hand, laid it upon the table, and covered 
it with her handkerchief. When she turned, the rehef 
upon her face was that of a woman who has laid down 
a burden. Her voice resumed its lightness and delicacy 
of tone and inflection. She held out her hands, which 
he took. Into her face came the expression he knew 
BO well, the feminine hesitation, the ingenuousness of a 
reserved spirit quickened to entire frankness beneath 
the spur of emergency. 

"Will you despise me, if I whisper to you that I 
am jealous?" 

"Jealous, Tephany?" 

"Jealous, yes; because you obey this creature of 
your imagination, who commands you to speak, but who 
cannot make me listen." 

"No; she cannot do that" He drew in his breath 
sharply. 

"My jealousy is one reason: the least" She paused; 
then she laid her hand lightly upon his shoulder, look- 
ing up into his face. "You know you have frightened 
me; that thing," she trembled slightly, "has frightened 
me. I am foolish, sometimes superstitious; it is in my 
blood, and what my reason rejects as absurd my in^ 
stinct dings to. Well, I have strength enough to keep 
my mind free of morbid thoughts. When they come, 
and they come often, I refuse them admittance. That 
is wise, isn't it? Yes. And you will understand me 
when I say that I am afraid of your story, afraid of its 
effect upon the silly half of me. I want you," the hunger 
in her tone thrilled him, "I want you, dear Michael, as 
you are, not as you have been. I want you alone, 
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without — her. If you give her story to me, it becomes 
mine, doesn't it? And she may work evil to me. Do 
you see?" 

She caressed his shoulder as she spoke, raising be- 
seeching eyes to his, an irresistible appeal. 

"So be it," he said harshly. "Perhaps you are 
right Why should I share the evil that is in my life 
with you? And, if you do want the good that is left^ 
it is yours." 

He took her face between his hands, gazed at it 
with passionate intensity, as if he were slaking a thirst 
that had almost consumed him; then he bent his own 
head, and kissed her. 

. * • 4 * 

At that moment Came was approaching the studio 
from Pont-Aven. He wished to speak to Michael upon 
some point connected with his art, but as he walked he 
was thinking of Tephany, and pulling to pieces the 
possibility of a second refusal, harder to endure than 
the first His natural optimism, inflated by the windy 
encouragement of Keats and Mary Machin, had swollen 
to rather too large proportions. More, he had reason 
to believe — a reason in black and white which he carried 
in his pocket — that he had nothing to fear from Michael. 

Ascending the steep hill, he passed a couple of 
girls driving their cows to pasture. They nodded to 
Carne, and smiled pleasantly. Such smiles, surely, were 
of happy augury. However, at the gate leading to the 
studio, he saw a magpie. Carne took off his hat to the 
.bird with mock solemnity, reflecting that if he saluted 
every magpie he would soon get a sunstroke, for magpies 
are common as blackberries in and around Pont-Aven. 

i8* 
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^ He passed through the glades of walnut trees, under 
the archway leading into the courtyard, and ran lightly 
up the stone stairs. The door was not quite closed; he 
pushed it open, and saw T6phany in Michael's arms. 

An exclamation that betrayed his presence made 
Michael advance. 

"Miss Lane," he said gravely, "has just consented 
to be my wife." 

"Has she?" said Carne savagely. 

Seeing Game's convulsed face, Michael had hoped 
that a simple statement of the fact would be best 
Came confronted T^phany. 

"You have taken him?" 

ffis disordered appearance so troubled her that she 
had difficulty in finding breath to stammer out : " Ye — es." 

"Then you cannot know that he has done what you 
most abhor?" 

Tephany was looking at Came; otherwise she would 
have seen Michael start forward, open his mouth, and 
then, with a violent effort, control lips and tongue. 

"What is that to you?" said Tephany. 

"I am answered. You do not know. What Ossory 
has done is nothing to me, nothing; but it may mean 
everything to you." 

"How did you find out?" demanded Michael heavily. 

Even in that moment of supreme tension Tephany 
observed that the life had gone out of her lover's face 
and voice. The dreary tone fell dismally upon a brief 
silence. 

"Yvonne gave me a part of the story, not much; 
'enough to excite my curiosity; the rest I got from a 
man I know, who is painting at Port Navalo." 
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"You can rq)eat to Miss Lane what you have 
heard/' said Michael. 

"No, no!" cried T^phany. 

"Nothing else is possible now," said Michael 

He met Game's glance and held it The young 
ftian had mastered lumself; he was almost as composed 
as Michael; his excitement seemed to have passed to 
T^phany. 

"Then tell me yourself, Michael." 

She appealed passionately. Carne looked aside, a 
slight flush in his cheeks. 

"Are you going to tell her, Ossory?" 

"Miss Lane shall be told everything. Be sure of that ! " 

"Michael," cried Tephany, f*is this necessary? Won't 
you tell me quietly, by yourself?" 

"I will go, if you wish it, Ossory." 

"Don't go/' said Michael. Then, turning to Tephany, 
he added slowly: "In justice to Carne." 

"Why should you consider him?" interrupted Te- 
phany disdainfully. "Does Mr. Came think that by 
blackening you in my eyes he will whitewash himself?'' 

"I think I had better go," repeated Came. 

"No," said Michael. 

From that moment it became plain that Ossory 
dominated the will of the others, being the stronger of 
either singly or both collectively. Carne said nothing; 
Tephany leaned against the table, fascinated by the im- 
passivity of Michael's face, which she could not interpret 

"Why did Yvonne speak to you?" Michael asked* 

"Because of Yannik." 

"Yannik?" 
_ "She had heard that I wished Yannik to pose for 
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the figure. We had an argument In the course of it 
she said that a similar case had happened before; that 
a pupil of G^rdme's, a young man of extraordinary 
promise " 

"Cut that," said Michael. 

"Had persuaded a girl to pose for the ifigure ** 

"Ah!" gasped T^phany, with dilating pupils. 

"That the girl had been treated outrageously, that 
the thing had ended in unspeakable misery — and death." 

"And she told you that I was the man?'* 

"I guessed that" 

"Go on." 

"I guessed it when you sent for me. You let fall 
a hint; it served." 

"I remember," said Michael. 

"The rest was easy. Obviously, the tragedy had 
not taken place in Pont-Aven. Then how had Yvonne 
heard of it? I remembered that she had connections 
in the Vannetais country; and then I remembered also 
that you had painted at Port Navalo, where I spent last 
summer. I wrote to a friend; his answer came yesterday." 

He handed Michael a letter. 

Neither of the men, engrossed with each other, 
looked at Tephany. Her expression had changed en- 
tirely. The defiance, the sense of anger against Carne 
had given place to a mute helplessness of misery. 
Michael read the letter to himself. Then Came blurted 
out, with a certain shamefacedness: "Don't read it aloud, 
Ossory." 

"I must," said Michael. 

"I have made inquiries" (wrote the friend); "the 
story is almost forgotten, but it created a tremendous 



REVELATION. 279 

Impression at the time. A priest has given me details. 
It seems that Ossory discovered a beautiful girl called 
liczenn Morv^zen. He began by making studies of her 
head. Ossory, so the priest says, was a man of great 
physical and mental attractions, and he spoke Breton. 
The girl fell desperately in love with him. He used 
her love to get what he wanted. He persuaded her to 
pose for the figure. The horrible part of the story is 
that this man appears to have been absolutely cold- 
blooded. When he had finished his picture, he told her 
coolly that his work was done, that he was going away. 
He went away, leaving her behind. Two or three days 
later Liczenn disappeared. It was presumed at the time 
that she followed Ossory to Paris. A month later word 
came firom Ossory that she was dead." 

As the last grim word fell dully upon Tephany's 
ears, she sprang forward. 

"Michael!" 

"It is true. She threw herself into the Seine. Then 
and now I reckon myself her murderer." 

Some inflection in his voice touched Came to the quick. 

"I fancy you are too hard on yourself, Ossory," he 
muttered. "I daresay the girl was deranged." 

"She was perfectly sane." 

In silence Michael crossed the room, took a small 
key from his watch-chain and, bending down, unlocked 
the massive oak chest 

"I am going to stretch the canvas I painted of her," 
he said, in a chill, lifeless tone. He threw back the 
heavy lid, and hfted out of the chest a long roll. 

T^phany turned her back. Presently, Michael said 
quietly: "You can look now." 
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Came was nearest to the canvas; at once a sharp 
exclamation escaped him. 

"You painted that?" 

"Yes. It is Liczenn Morvdzen, Virgin and Martyr." 

"Why I Good heavens! She looks like the Death 
Mask." 

"The Death Mask was taken from her face." Michael 
removed the handkerchief from the cast Came, very 
pale, stared first at the cast and then at the picture. 

Liczenn Morvezen stood nude, in the centre of a 
huge arena, freshly strewn with sand, which obscuredi 
but failed to hide, the horrors beneath it Out of the 
background glared, seemingly, .ten thousand eyes. From 
these, not from the lion about to spring upon her, the 
virgin shrank appalled. Her face bore the expression 
of the mart3rr: that subtle fusion of resignation , ecstasy, 
fear, and suffering. ) 

Came exclaimed: "God! It's great" 

The canvas was slashed craelly, and in particular 
the body of the girl, as if the artist who had created 
her, inspired possibly by some demon of realism, had 
wished to tear and destroy the lovely painted flesh even 
as the wild beast had torn it Only the face had be^i 
spared. 

During the long recital that followed, Tephan/s eyes 
rested upon the plaster cast; Came, for the moment^ 
stared at the picture. Michael spoke in a monotone; 
indescribably impressive, because it conveyed the sense 
of an irrevocable catastrophe. 

"I found her at Port Navalo just ten years ago. And 
I knew that if I could put her face on to my canvas I 
should paint a picture worth, looking at But she wouldn't 
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pose '* Game's glance left the picture and settled 

upon the face of the speaker. Michael continued : *'I called 
upon her mother, an ignorant, credulous, grasping peasant'' 

"How extraordinary!" 

"The coincidence— only I don't believe in coincidences 
— is rather startling. Do you know that when I first 
met you, Came, I seemed to recognise in you a rein- 
carnation of a spirit which once possessed me? I was 
not the only person to see this." He glanced at Tephany. 
"Well, I persuaded the mother to let Liczenn pose iot 
the head and coif. During the following week I made 
half a dozen studies, but I was not satisfied " 

"Who would have been?" said Came. 

"With some difficulty I persuaded the girl to take 
off her coif and collar. The mother was on my side; 
toy money jingled in her pocket " 

Came, reading the misery in Tephan/s face, inter- 
rupted defiantly: "Any artist would have done what you 
did. " 

"All this time," Michael continued, "the idea of a; 
big picture filled my mind. I saw — this. No, I saw 
it glorified, as some of us do see the work of our heads 
before our hands have touched and spoiled it What I 
saw made a madman of me. Wait, I'll show you — > — " 

He opened the chest again, and took out a dozen 
panels, which he ranged with trembling hands about 
the big picture. Liczenn was presented laughing, 
smiling, tearful, frightened, blushing, pale. It was plain 
that the painter had studied his model in all moods. 
It was equally obvious that here was a fascinating crea-» 
ture. Tephany told herself that no man could have 
resisted such a one. 
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''I was mad, and I was blind/' said Michael fiercely. 
He paused, struggling to regain his self-controL When 
he went on his voice had resumed its chill, indifferent 
drone. 

''The day came when I knew that Liczenn would 
do what I wanted. The mother used her will and wits. 
She had attended all our sittings. That's how she 
salved her conscience. Fve a sketch of her — curse her!" 

Again his tone had warmed into life. T^phany re- 
called the days and nights in Dorset, when the letters 
of a then untidy hoyden remained unanswered. The 
mask, at which she was gazing, smiled derisively, as if 
conscious of the ease with which she had lured from 
T^phany her lover. 

"That's the mother." 

Michael held up a sketch in chalks. The mother 
had a strong, deeply-lined face, out of which blazed a 
pair of singularly piercing eyes. Looking first at Michael, 
then at the square, un3delding features of the woman, 
and lastly at the youthful immaturity of the girl, Te- 
phany realised how inevitably might must have prevailed. 
For the first time, pity for Liczenn began to thaw the 
ice in her heart Michael, as if exasperated by the 
irony of what had been, tore to pieces the sketch of 
the mother, and flung them to the floor. Then he 
touched the big canvas. 

"Upon the day Liczenn posed for the figure I 
painted her head only, and I never touched it again, 
I captured the expression I wanted." He indicated 
the agonised face, with its passionate protest against 
outraged modesty. Tephany shuddered. 

"When I had done it I felt a brute; but it was too 



REVELATIOK. 283 

late to draw back. Afterwards Liczenn became ac- 
customed to posing, grew callous as any professional, 
laughed at the misery of the first plunge, and I laughed 
with her." 

T^phany fixed her eyes upon the picture. 

"She had given me," Michael went on drearily, "all I 
had asked for, and when the picture was finished I knew 
how it was with her. When I spoke of going away, of 
taking the picture to Paris, I guessed her pitiful secret 
She loved me." 

"And you didn't love her?" exclaimed Came. 

"I had never thought of her except as a model. 
I told myself that I had respected — yes, respected her, 
that other fellows " 

For the last time he struggled to regain his self-pos« 
session. Every vestige of feeling had been crushed out 
of his voice when he continued: 

"I pretended not to see; I told her that I should 
come back. She said nothing; not a word — and yet 
her face! It was all written there. I left for Paris the 
next day. A week passed. My picture was framed, 
ready to go to the salon. I had forgotten Liczenn: I 
told myself that a lover — she had plenty of lovers — 
would console her. Have I made it plain?" he ad- 
dressed himself to T^phany, "that I knew I had treated 
this girl outrageously, and that I didn't care?" 

"Yes," T^phany replied faintly. She replied almost 
mechanically, not thinking of herself, nor of Michael, but 
of the girl, who had offered everything and received no- 
thing. 

"During that week I was in heaven, and hell was 
flaming to receive me, liczenn's mother had my Paris 
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address. Perhaps she told her daughter where I livedl 
Anyway, the girl appeared at the studia She was 
curiously self-possessed. She told me that she was stay- 
ing with friends. I — I had let her down easily at Port 
Navalo, but she asked for the truth in Paris. Was she 
nothing more to me than a mere model? I told her 
the truth. She received it with a strange dignity. Not 
a word passed between us which the whole world might 
not have heard. I begged to be allowed to take her 
back to her friends; she refused peremptorily. Just be-: 
fore we parted, she begged my pardon — mine! and said 
that she had been foolish. There was no scene at all, 
you understand. Not a word of reproach. We shook 
hands and said * Good-bye.' As she went down the 
studio sXaits she turned and smiled. O God! 

"Two days later I went out for a walk. I had 
looked up none of my old friends in Paris; not a man,» 
save the firamer, had seen my picture. I locked the 
studio and strolled out It happened that I passed near 
the Morgue. During the many years I worked in Paris 
I had never visited the dismal place. Upon this after* 
noon some irresistible influence drove me into the build^ 
ing. As I crossed the threshold I swear that I knew 
what had brought me there. Upon the slab of marble, 
with the water trickling upon her dead white face, lay 
Liczenn." 

"OK! oh!" wailed T^phany. 

"I rushed out of the Morgue. The picture was wait-* 
ing for me. I took a knife and slashed it to ribands, 
but I couldn't touch the face." 

"This is awful!" Came ejaculated. His face was 
haggard with horror. 
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"iTie month that followed is a blank to me. I had 
a sort of collapse, I suppose. My old caretaker nursed 
me. When I was able to walk I left Paris, but first I 
went back to the Morgue. There I learned that no- 
thing was known of the girl who had been picked up. 
But they toid me that a death-mask had been taken. 
I bought one. Already it had excited great public 
curiosity. Right or wrong, I did not choose to satisfy 
that curiosity. I wrote the facts to Liczenn's mother, 
and, from my knowledge of her, I feel sure she never 
divulged them. It was generally supposed in the com- 
mune that Liczenn had followed me to Paris, and had 
died. So much leaked to Yvonne's ears. When I re- 
turned to Pont-Aven, she asked me if Liczenn's death 
lay at my door, and I answered, *Yes.' She has not 
spoken to me since. That is all." 

The inexpressible dreariness of his tone, the sense 
conveyed of submission to the inevitable, of acceptance 
of punishment, roused the best feelings of the Califomian. 
He spoke the last word with generosity: 

"God help me! In your place, Ossory, I might have 
done what you did." 

"You would have done it," said T^phany fiercely. 

Then Came knew that he had lost her, and the 
knowledge of this loss evoked strength. Clinton Came 
walks out of these pages a better man than he entered 
them, and a finer artist He will paint a great picture 
some day, and when he has painted it he will know that 
the quality which has raised him above his fellows, the 
power of interpreting what lies beneath the surface, the 
sympathy and insight which the best judges rate so 
highly — all these distinguishing characteristics of hi? 
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work will have grown from a tiny seed of humility planted 
in his soul upon a grey morning in a studio upon the 
old Concameau Road. 

When Came had gone, the pride which had sustained 
T^hany relaxed. She sank upon a chair, covering her 
face with her hands. Michael stood watching her, know- 
ing what was passing in her mind and heart, having 
rehearsed every line, every word, during the vigil of the 
previous night It had been written on Fate's scroll that 
she must learn the truth. 

And, being the woman she was, with the inherited 
prejudice which he loved in her, could she under con^ 
ceivable circumstance pardon his offence? And pardon- 
ing it — if such a miracle were possible — would not the 
blood of the dead Liczenn stain her, change her, distort 
her into some creature imrecognisable? 

Tephany made no sigh. Between man and woman 
lay the face of clay, inexorably silent, but no longer ex- 
pressionless. In the shadows of the studio, the delicate, 
derisive smile seemed to say: "The woman you love will 
not look at you." Tephany crouched, rather than sat, 
in the chair with her head bent, her hands pressed 
against her eyes. Michael could not recall a single in- 
stance when her eyes had refused to meet his. 

"Tephany, I am not surprised that you won't look 
at me." 

Her fingers trembled in response, but they remained 
pressed against her lids. He wondered if she were 
conscious of anything except the misery and bewilder- 
ment in her own heart. He pictured himself as he ap- 
peared to her: shrunk to contemptible dimensions. She 



THE UNEXPECTED. ' 287 

Mras the woman to pardon a crime, not a meanness. If 
he had loved and murdered Liczenn, she might have 
forgiven him. Because he had murdered her without 
the tremendous excuse of loving her, he was damned 
for eveh 

When T^phany did look up, he was gone. 



CHAPTER XVIL 
THE UNEXPECTED. 

I have been cunning in my overthrow, 
The careful pilot of my proper woe. 

Tephany, of course, had seen Michael leave the studio, 
but she let him go in silence — not, as he supposed, be- 
cause the sight of him had become odious to her, but 
for the subtler reason that she had become odious to 
herself. She had flung herself into Michael's arms, seek- 
ing their shelter upon any terms; knowing that he had 
sinned, that he had repented, arid now, after long ex- 
piation, was worthy of love. The revelation of his sin 
had not changed him; it had changed her. And the 
change confounded one who essentially was not change- 
able; whose ideas, ideals, tastes, and prejudices had 
formed themselves slowly and grown hard, like the ac- 
cretions of pearl which line a beautiful shell. 

She watched Michael leave her, dry-eyed. For the 
moment she felt that her tears would never flow again, 
as if fire had burnt out the hidden source. She knew 
that Michael was thirsting for the comfort and S)rmpathy 
which she alone could give. In his dire need she had 
failed a friend. 
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For a long time she sat still, trying to understand 
herself. Then, quite suddenly, she perceived the mask, 
lying on the table close to her. The sight of it gave a 
shock, which brought about reaction. Her blood began 
to circulate more quickly; the sense of stagnation in 
mind and. body became less oppressive. 

She picked up the cast and regarded it attentively^ 

"He says that he killed you," she whispered. 

The face of clay seemed to kindle into life; but to 
T^phany the strange smile was no longer derisive, but 
piteous. Then she remembered that the mask had been 
given to her to be destroyed. 

"Did you come to him last night?" she whispered. 
"Did you tell him to tell me?" 

The faintiy smiling face was as that of a graven 
image. 

T^phany wrapped a doth about the plaster, intend- 
ing to carry it away and to drop it into the river. She 
walked as far as Trimour Point, where the tide was 
running sharply. Perhaps the river would spare the 
image — return it to earth, as the waters of the Seine had 
given back the body of Liczenn. Thinking of this, tiie 
desire to destroy the cast left her. She began, very 
slowly, to mount the slope of the hill between Ros Braz 
and Trimour. The physical object of finding the path 
which led towards the chdteau distracted her attention 
for a moment. When she found it, her mind, moving 
more swiftiy than her feet, carried her along it to Mary 
Machin. The need of talk with Machie became dominant, 
overpowering. 

Machie, however, was not alone. Keats and she were 
drawing in the garden. Furic was posing for them. The 
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man did not move, but his piercing eye saw T^phany 
at the instant she appeared. Their glances countered. 
Johnnie Keats, following the swift turn of Furic's eyes, 
hailed her with a cheery cry. 

"We are hard at work," he added, waving a brush 
in the direction of Furic 

Machie then explained matters. Furic, following 
T6phany's advice, had presented himself at a moment 
when Machie was reproaching her lover with indolence. 
Furic had asked, with really pitiful emphasis, for an- 
other job. 

"I detest the sight of the man," concluded Machie; 
"but Johnnie engaged him for to-day and to-morrow." 

"Fate has kicked Furic hard," Keats remarked; "it 
is a duty to give him what half-pence we can spare." 

T^phany made a tiny sign to Machie, who rose at 
once as T^phany turned towards the house. Passing 
Keats, Miss Madun said, with new-found authority: "If 
I do not come back within half an hour, you will please 
pack up your traps and take yourself and that horrid 
man back to Pont-Aven." 

"Whim, or reason, my Mollie?" 

"I am sure that something has happened." 

"Oh! You, who divine what is hidden from ordinary 
mortals, can say, perhaps, whether the 'something' is 
good news or bad." 

"Bad," said Machie with decision. "She has re- 
fused poor Mr. Carne again, I feel certain." 

"Dear, dear!" said the Satellite ruefully. "It seems 
incredible that I should be taken and that Clinton should 
get left" 

Machie hastened after Tephany. 

The Face of Clay. 1 9 
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When the story — under a solemn pledge of secrecy 
' — was told, Machie, not T^phany, shed many tears, 
which percolated, doubtless, to the dried-up springs in 
Tephan/s heart, and replenished them. "You let him 
go without a word?" 

To Machie, the letting of any human creature go 
without a word was an abstention she could not understand. 

"What could I say? What would you have said, 
Mary?" 

Machie pursed up her lips in consideration. 

"It is so difficult to think of you loving Mr. Ossory 
all the time. Up to last night you hoodwinked me com- 
pletely." 

"Did you let me have an inkling that you cared for 
Mr. Keats?" 

"No," said Machie humbly. "How could I, till I 
was sure that he cared for me?" 

"And I," retorted Tephany, "was convinced, till quite 
lately, that Michael had loved Liczenn Morv^zen." 

Before a word of the story had been told, Tephany 
showed the plaster cast to her friend, who looked at it 
with a certain indiiference, which warmed into interest 
and fascination as the tragedy reached its climax. Now, 
with her eyes on the mask, Machie said sharply: "Why 
should you have supposed that he would love her, after 
he had seen you?" 

"I made certain that he loved her. I was an im- 
mature girl when we said good-bye to each other. She 
must have been beautiful." 

"As to that " Machie blushed slightly, possessing 

the certain knowledge that a plain face might inspire 
ardours. 
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"And he adored colour and form. When I first saw 
this," she touched the cast very gently, "I made up a 
story. Michael, I felt sure, had fallen in love with a 
beautiful model, and — and the end had been misery for 
both, death for one. I — P' — her voice quavered a little 
— "I want to be honest with you, Mary. I hated this 
girl because Michael loved her; I hated the image; I 
have longed to destroy it, to grind it to powder. And, 
now " 

"You know that he was faithful to you all the time." 

"That is it" Her voice became thin and strained. 
"It is because he did not love her that my hate has 
gone, and something else has taken its place: pity for 
her. Oh, how could he do so mean, so detestable a 
thing? If it had been anything else! And once before 
— it all comes back so vividly " 

"Yes?" 

"When I was distraught, upon the day my father 
was drowned, he was tempted to sketch an expression 
upon my face " 

"T^phany!" 

"I am sorry I told you that," T6phany murmured. 
"He was so miserable about it, that I forgave him. But 
it shows what a passion ambition is. He wasn't think- 
ing of me, his friend, and he wasn't thinking of Liczenn. 
Oh, the poor little thing!" 

She walked to the window, leaving Machie drpng 
her eyes. More than an hour had passed, but Johnnie 
Keats was still painting Furic. 

"Mr. Keats is waiting for you," she said quietly. 

"I told him to go at the end of half an hour," 
Machie protested. "And I'm sure Mr. Carne wants him, 

19* 
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although men are so different from women. This is a 
terrible business. I wish we had never left Daffodil 
Mansions. I mean that I wish I had met Johnnie when 
he was in London. T6phany, don't you think it would 
do you good to lie down and have a good cry?" 

"I wish I could," said Tephany, "but it has done 
me good to see you cry. O Maiy! I am so miserable." 

It was at this moment that inspiration came to Miss 
Machin. She was leaving the room; her hand encircled 
the handle of the door as she spoke: 

"Tephany, I am a stupid woman, and I often say 
the wrong thing, but I have flashes. Even Johnnie admits 
that I am clever in layers. My dear, it was not ambi- 
tion which brought about this dreadful tragedy, but 
love." 

"Love?" 

"Michael loved you, and wanted you. The only way 
to get you was to paint a big picture. To paint it, he 
blinded himself to what was going on under his own 
nose: so like a man. I am not excusing what he did a 
bit, but all the same, I am sure that if it hadn't been 
for you Liczenn would be alive now." 

Then Machie whisked out of the room. 

During the afternoon the two women remained to- 
gether. Miss Machin has been presented to the reader 
as a prattler. But she had the great gift of being able 
to hold her tongue upon rare occasions. She realised 
that Tephany wanted sympathy and companionship, not 
small-talk. Tephany sat silent, staring at the mask, try- 
ing to interpret its changing expressions, examining it in 
ft dozen different lights. Finally, Machie did ask a 
question: 
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"What are you trying to find?" 

T^phany shrugged her shoulders. 

"I suppose," she answered, "that what I am about 
to tell you admits of a perfectly simple explanation; but 
this cast, ever since it came into my possession, has 
looked different." Then, as Machie betrayed symptoms 
of nervousness, T6phany added: "The mocking expres- 
sion has disappeared." 

"You mustn't let it obsess you. If you would let 
me put it away " 

"No," Tephany replied firmly. 

At ten o'clock, Machie lit her candle and bade 
Tephany good night 

"I am not frightened," she declared valiantly, "but 
Tephany, I wish you would sleep upstairs with me." 

"Share a bed too small for you, Machie? " 

Machie went upstairs, protesting. Tephany returned 
to the salon, and looked at the mask, which lay upon 
the table. Then she opened wide one of the windows. 

The air was warm and still, full of sweet essences: 
of clover, of honeysuckle, of roses — all the familiar 
odours of summer flowers faintly languorous beneath the 
touch of night The moon was topping the trees which 
lined the avenue; and as she swam lazily into full view 
the stars paled, acknowledging her supremacy. 

Suddenly T6phany became conscious that she was 
chilled. Some cold current of air made her shiver. 
This was no fancy. A breeze had crept up the river 
fix)m the ocean, and, crossing the grim moorland, had 
filched from uncouth monsters of granite some taint of 
their icy melancholy and hard indifference. 
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With the mask between her hands, with the memory 
of the studies colouring the white clay, Tephany began 
to think of liczenn. In Finist^re all of the older peasants 
(and more of the younger generation than they would 
have us believe) hold that the being who comes to a 
violent end does not really die, but lives suspended be- 
tween the Here and the Hereafter till the hour shall 
strike when he or she would have met a natural death. 
The mask seemed to smile subtly, as if confirming 
T^phany's uncanny apprehension. 

Suddenly, with a movement of repugnance, T6phany 
put the image from her. A fear bom of early and in- 
eradicable associations lacerated her: the fear of the un- 
quiet dead. Reason was palsied. Her fingers trembled 
as she laid down the mask; her eyes were averted as 
she turned her back upon it, and passed into her bed- 
room beyond. She knelt down to pray, not for herself, 
nor for Michael, but for the repose of this poor soul 
which still fluttered between her and the man she loved. 
She had acquired as a child the habit of strenuous 
prayer: the faculty of concentrating the mind upon some 
simple reiterated form of supplication. She prayed thus 
for Liczenn with intense fervour. 

When she rose from her knees peace came to her. 
She undressed and slipped into bed, tranquil, with 
normal pulses, feeling upon her eyelids the soft touch 
of sleep. And she fell asleep immediately, half-smiling 
at the terror which had shaken her so cruelly but a few 
minutes before. 

She woke about an hour later refreshed and feeling 
at the same time that a desire for more sleep had gone. 
This was no new experience, nor an unpleasant one. 
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Tephany waked like this, always, after any triumph. 
And it was the moment when the triumph seemed 
sweetest Lpng at ease, she could chew the cud of 
kind words and glances, of expectations realised and 
surpassed; she could live over again, slowly, the swift- 
flying seconds when a huge theatre rocked with applause 
or hung breathless upon a note. 

Lying thus, her thoughts turned to the mask. For 
the first . time she was sensible that her feelings in re- 
gard to it had undergone a change. Attraction took the 
place of repugnance. Prayer had purged her soul of 
jealousy and pain. She felt that she wished to kiss the 
cold lips, to whisper some gentle word of sympathy into 
th^ deaf ears. So strong was this desire that she yielded 
presently to its insistent spell. She rose, smiling at her 
strange fancies, and walked into the salon. Through 
the window, which she had left open, the moon, now 
half way to its zenith, flung white shafts of light 

Tephany carried the mask back into her room, leav- 
ing the door ajar. She could hear a dog baying the 
moon, and from the meadow behind the house came the 
croaking of frogs. Tephany laid the mask upon the 
pillow, in the hollow where her own head had lain but 
a minute before. Instantly she was startled by the 
curious effect of reflected light upon the plaster. The 
moonbeams glancing from sheets and pillow seemed to 
quicken into Hfe the clay of the image. 

Afterwards T^hany could not say, with anything 
approaching deflniteness, how long she stood gazing at 
this inanimate thing, which seemed to have clothed 
itself with warm human flesh. Upon the night before 
Liczenn met her death she had fallen into such a sleep 
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as this, and in her sleep she had smiled, as her image 
smiled now, not derisively, but sweetly satisfied, as if 
sleep after much suffering were the only solace left. 

T^phany bent down and kissed the curving lips. 

She was hanging the cast upon a nail above her 
bed, when she heard a muffled sound, the sound such 
as a person would make who had removed his shoes 
and was trjdng to walk noiselessly upon a hard, polished 
floor. Tephany listened intently. The sound came, un- 
mistakably, from the salon. Tephany glided nearer to 
the door. A curious expression of fear twisted her face, 
for her mind associated the uncanny sound with the 
dead, not the living. Tephany, the Bretonne, believed that 
she had heard, and was about to see, the disembodied 
spirit of Liczenn. 

A moment later a sense other than that of hearing 
told her that a man was in the next room with only a 
door ajar between him and her. She smelt tobacco, the 
pungent reek of such rank tobacco as fishermen use, a 
reek unpleasantly familiar ever since she had made the 
acquaintance of Furic. Unquestionably, Furic was in 
the salon, and possibly drunk; for with the smell of 
tobacco was mingled the faint, sickly odour of brandy. 

When, by a superlative effort of will, she peered 
through the narrow slit between door and door-post, she 
saw him plainly. The cry of terror which rose to her 
Hps died in her throat. The instinct to hide remained 
an abortive effort of the mind: the body refused to obey 
the brain. Nevertheless, palsied by agonising fear, she 
was sensible of a fascination. She could not have closed 
her eyes if she had tried to do so. She felt compelled 
to follow Furic's stealthy movements, to divine, if it were 
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possible, the meaning of them. T^phany remembered 
that Machie's beautiful silver box lay upon the chimney- 
piece. Furic, without doubt, had recognised its value; 
yet he had not touched it And if robbery were not 
his object, what brought him to Kerhor? 

At this moment an owl in the garden hooted. 

Immediately Furic turned a terrified face to the 
window. Then in a low voice he answered the bird, 
shaking his clenched fist: 

''lou — lou — lou ! " 

It was a mere whisper, the savage defiance of the 
spirit, as it were, rather than the body. Furic stood 
exactly as Michael had painted him. To T^phany he 
seemed monstrous, colossal, a figure enormously magni- 
fied, as if seen through some hideous red mist 

The owl hooted a second time. 

Furic moved his lips, twisting them into hideous 
grimaces. That she was in the company of a madman, 
T^phany no longer doubted; and the grim fact exorcised 
fancy, leaving mind and limbs relaxed, able to cope with 
a desperate situation. How could she escape? By the 
window? No; it was too small and heavily barred. 
There remained but one avenue to the sweet security of 
the garden, where, she felt assured, no such clumsy 
creature as Furic could find her. But this avenue lay 
through the salon. Tephany glided behind the heavy 
door, which opened inwards. As soon as Furic crossed 
the threshold she determined to slip past him into the 
salon and thence into the garden. 

Had Furic entered at once, this excellent plan might 
have been successfully carried into execution. Furic, 
however, did not enter. Time, to the insane, has no 
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meaning. For the moment, doubtless, his dist6rted vision 
was preoccupied with the owl, whom he took to be 
Bugul Noz, U herger de la nuit. The horrors of antici- 
pation gripped T^phany. Waiting behind the heavy 
door, she felt herself to be paralysed, her eyes fixed 
themselves, squinting almost, upon the handle. 

After a seemingly interminable period of suspense, 
she saw Furic's hand, coarse, big-knuckled, hairy, and 
misshapen. At sight of this, fortitude abandoned her; 
she let terror escape in a piercing scream. Instantly 
Furic flung wide open the door, crushing Tephany be- 
hind it Yet he did not move, nor did she. Through 
the slit between the upper and lower hinges, she saw 
that he had not been able to localise the sound of the 
scream. He was staring at the window, petrified by 
terror. Then she saw him turn his eyes to the bed. 
In his hand he carried such a knife as sailors use. She 
realised that she could pass him, touch him, shout in his 
ear, and that he would not move because he couldn't* 
Then she understood. The bed could be only dimly 
seen, but above it, brilliantly illuminated by a shaft of 
moonlight, the face of Liczenn — of liczenn smiling 
derisively — shone out of the shadows. 

Furic gave a sharp cry. Then he staggered and 
crashed, face down, upon the well-polished oak floor. 
It was as if he had been smitten by some invisible hand. 
Immediately pity drove from T^phany's heart the hideous 
horror that had possessed it The woman's instinct to 
minister took its place. She bent down over the prostrate 
man. He was livid of complexion, breathing heavily, 
with tearing, grinding gasps. 

A moment later Mary Machin joined her. Machie 
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confessed afterwards that she was terrified, that no in* 
stinct animated her save that — natural enough in one 
who had been born in St George's Road — of sending 
for a policeman. To T^phany it appeared just as natural 
to send for a doctor. For she never doubted that Furic 
had received a death-blow. Within a few minuCes L^on 
Bourhis arrived. Machie removed the mask, and locked 
it up in the artnoire in the salon. Bourhis lifted Furic 
on to the bed. The stout peasant who served as cook 
declared that the man was struck down by apoplexy. 
Tephany explained to the servants and others that she 
had found him in the salon, wandering about, raving 
drunk or mad. 

To Machie, later, she told the truth. 

"I feel certain," she affirmed, "that he came here to 
kill me. He had a knife in his hand. When he saw 
the mask he fell down« I tell you, Machie, the mask 
saved my life." 

"Why should Furic want to kill you?" 

"I don't know. If he is mad " 

"He was not mad this afternoon, my dear." 

Meantime, Bourhis had been despatched for Sir 
JapheL The stout cook and M^re Pouldour remained 
with Furic, who lay senseless upon the bed, his shoulders 
propped up with pillows, his head swathed in wet ban- 
dages. Sir Japhet arrived at daybreak. Twenty minutes 
later he was saying to Tephany: 

"I think the man will recover consciousness, but his 
heart is failing. I shall be surprised if he lives through 
the day." 

"I must send for P^re Narcisse." 

"The priest? Yes." Then with sympathy he added: 
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"This has been a terrible experience for you. You are 
suffering " 

"From nothing so much as curiosity." 

Sir Japhet remarked that she spoke with difficulty, 
ias if the effort pained her: a natural effect of shock. 
Mary Machin broke in upon his thoughts: 

"Why did he come here? If he could live to tell 
us that " 

"Quite so." 

"Miss Lane thinks he wanted to kill her." 

But T^phany remained silent, partly because her 
tired brain presented but a blurred image of the events 
of the past four-and-twenty hours, and partly because 
the mere effort of speaking made her suffer. She re- 
membered her scream; could hear it plainly. It seemed 
to have been torn from her, leaving behind a hideous 
laceration. Into that lamentable cry she had infused 
more than terror. Fierce protest against inexorable 
destiny burst its bonds; despair, throttled, trodden under 
foot, subdued valiantly but not yet conquered, had set 
itself free. 

She walked away, leaving Mary Machin with Sir 
Japhet The garden was deliciously quiet at this early 
hour, but the air seemed unusually heavy, as if over- 
charged with electricity. Above hung heavy clouds, 
massed and motionless. Below, the river seemed to be 
stagnant — a dull, drab-coloured expanse of water. Not 
a leaf stirred upon the trees, and the only audible sound, 
save the muffled voices of Machie and the doctor, came 
from the west, where the waves were breaking with 
sullen roar upon the rocks of Port Manech. 

Why had Furic fallen senseless at the sight of the mask ? 
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The question ate into her mind. The answer to it 
became vital, a thing of tremendous importance. And if 
Furic died without speaking 

She walked back, feeling that her limbs were fettered, 
and that something was throbbing cruelly in her throat 
It cost her an effort of will to speak with calmness. 

"Why should so strong a man die?" 

Sir Japhet regarded her keenly, too experienced not 
to read the tell-tale signs: the hardly perceptible flicker 
of the eye-lid, the carefully enunciated phrase, the tense 
lines about the mouth. He answered with professional 
curtness: 

"Muscularly speaking, the fellow is a giant; vitally, 
he has not the strength of a kitten. The condition of 
his heart indicates a serious organic lesion. His habits 
— the man reeks of brandy — are against him." 

T^phany nodded, realising that science had said the 
last word, had done all that was possible. 

"There is no drug " 

"To make a dying man speak? None, Miss Lane. 
Still, one never knows; so often, at the last, a flicker — 
Ha!" 

Out in the west lightning had flashed vividly. Some 
seconds later followed the distant roar of thunder. 

"We are going to have a very pretty storm," said 
Sir JapheL T^phany, however, seemed to pay no atten- 
tion either to the thunder or the speaker. Laying her 
fingers upon the doctor's arm, she whispered hoarsely: 

"Sir Japhet, you must make him speaL You — 
must!" 

"My dear young lady " 

"Try!" 
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The great man twisted his mouth, a slight protest 
against women's whim. Then he walked slowly into the 
house, as the lightning flashed again with increasing 
vividness. 

"Hadn't we better go in too?" said Machie, anx- 
iously regarding T^phany. 

"No." 

"I wish Johnnie were here. And, and — I suppose 
Mr. Ossory will come, when " 

"He won't come," said T^phany. 

"May I send for him?" Machie entreated. 

"Send? Most certainly not; not on any account" 

"My dear, how very hoarse you are." 

"I have strained my throat again," Tephany said in- 
differently. 

"Oh— oh!" 

"It doesn't seem of the slightest importance." 

"That you should live to say that!" 

"I suppose we may live to change our ideas as easily 
as we change our names. I am Tephany Lane again, 
and I shall remain Tephany Lane." 

Machie tried to determine whether Tephany meant 
to indicate spinsterhood or permanent retirement from 
the stage. 

"At any rate, my dear, you must let Sir Japhet look 
at your throat I daresay you have taken cold." 

"Yes, I have taken cold. Now, Machie, if you put 
on your crushed-by-a-steam-roUer expression I shall laugh, 
which will hurt horribly." 

"If you laugh, Tephany, I shall cry." 

The lightning flashed again. 

"It is coming nearer," said Machie. 
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...filial period of inaction followed, as the storm 

■t Ros Braz the air remained insaflerably heavjr. 

-.lunder became louder, Machie slipped her hand 

. V'^^n/s. She admitted that mice and thunder 

. i:l her horribly. Presently Sir Japhet approached, 

. ' massive, carrying an inscrutable, clean-shaven 

11 his broad shoulders. He said that he had 

tered some spirits of ammonia, and that the 

; . on the ragged edge of collapse, had slightly 

Vou have been very kiod," said T^phany, 
vJiid? Pray don't say another word. Miss Lane; 
t'ilie way, Uiat injunction may be taken literally. You 
very hoarse, surely?" 

"Hoarse?" Mary Machin rose dramatically. "Sir 
, she has strained her throat again. You ought 
[Took at it at once. It's a public duty." 

"Quite, quite. Permit me, Miss Lane." 
' Tephany tried to protest, but the doctor, as usual, 
'1 his way. There and then, standbg upon the tiny 
, an examination was made, while the thunder re- 
:rated in the caves of Port Manech and in the beech 
3 of Poulguen. Sir Japhet's face, slowly changing, 
/ dark as the impending douds. At the end he said 
I the passionless accents, which only a few weeks be- 
1 struck such a chill to Tephany's heart, and 
phich now she received with indifference: 

"You have no inflammation of the upper throat or 
'tonsils. The hoarseness and pain are due to an injury 
lower down. I fear that it is very serious. NatiTc's 
' — -"ful work of the past two months has been w 
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You will, however, give yourself every chance. You must 
go to your room " 

"To my room," interrupted Machie, "the other " 

"Go to Miss Machin's room, and lie down. I shall 
send you a draught I think I can guess what yon 
would say, but don't say if 

Tephany did not answer, for at that moment the 
storm broke violently over Ros Braz. Lightning blazed 
in the garden; the crash of thunder was appalling, and 
a moment later the rain roared down in torrents, 

Tephany went upstairs with Mary Machin. She lay 
down upon a sofa near the window, submitting apathe- 
tically to the application of such simple remedies as 
chanced to be at hand: cold compresses, a soothing 
gargle. When she opened her lips to speak, Machie 
laid her fingers upon them, enjoining strict silence. 

"You are not to speak a word, not one. Here is a 
pencil and a sheet of paper. If you want anything, 
write it down." 

T6phany took the sheet and wrote: 

"If you love me, Machie, don't ftt$s! I want to lie 
here alone and watch the storm." 

Very reluctantly. Miss Machin went downstairs. 
Tephany looked out of the window at the familiar land- 
scape, now blurred and distorted almost beyond recogni- 
tion by wind and rain. For with the rain came the 
wind; passionate gusts which tore the leaves from the 
trees and whipped into creamy foam the dark waters of 
the Aven. 

But the lightning had lightened indeed the intoler- 
able heaviness of the atmosphere. Out of the hurly- 
burly of the storm floated a message to Tephany. It 
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came, like the articulate note of a flute soaring above 
the blare of wind instruments and the roar of drums. 
At that moment, the lowest and highest in her became 
connected, as it were, by some magical chain. She 
could pass from one to the other, analysing each with a 
detachment of self hitherto unachievable. From her 
new point of view, her ambition to become a world- 
conquering singer dwindled into inconceivably mean pro- 
portions, a thing so ephemeral as to be of no more ac- 
count than the bloom upon a peach or the glittering 
dust upon a butterfly's wing. What had mattered, the 
thing which now assumed proportions so vast as to ob- 
scure aught else,, was the stupendous realisation of her 
failure as a woman. 

It became clear that her transgression towards Michael 
was amazingly similar to Michael's sin against Liczenn. 
He had taken deliberately — his own word — all that the 
girl could offer, giving nothing in return. And she, de- 
liberately also, had exacted all that was left to him after 
shipwreck, boasting, as she did it, that it was the care- 
fully-considered act of a mature woman, and yet, when 
he most needed her, she had failed him. She saw agaiQ 
the despair in his eyes as he turned slowly from her to 
leave the studio. 
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CHAPTER XVin. 
INTERPRETATION. 

Sorrow gives the accolade. 

Presently P^re Narcisse arrived, very wet, but mak* 
ing nothing of that In his pocket he carried a small 
case containing the sacred oils. Mary Machin, in the 
presence of Sir Japhet, informed the curd of what had 
taken place. 

"The man must be mad." 
"He is not mad now/' said Sir Japhet 
P^re Narcisse nodded and went into Tephan/s 
room. Sir Japhet took his leave, promising to return in 
the afternoon. At parting he gave to Machie the draught 
which he had prescribed and prepared for T^phany. 

"It is a mild opiate," he explained. "It may not 
act, but if it does, on no account awake her." 

Tephany swallowed the opiate, believing it to be a 
soothing mixture for her throat Then she wrote on the 
sheet of paper: "Has Furic spoken?" Mary Machin sat 
down, shaking her head, wondering whether the sorely- 
needed sleep would come to her friend. She took 
Tephany's hand and stroked it gently. When T^phany's 
eyes closed, when her breathing became slower and 
more even, Machie drew from the bosom of her dress a 
letter: Johnnie's first letter to her, which Fantec had 
brought from Pont-Aven. 
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"Dearest Moll" (it began): "I am taking what 
is left of poor Clinton to Rochefort en Terre. We are 
just leaving. He talks of going home to California. I 
shall stay with him at Rochefort for a few days, and 
then return to you at Pont-Aven, or wherever else you 
may be. Qinton has told me everything. If I have 
ever wished — and I have often — to be other than the 
all sorts of a duffer that I am, that wish has been wiped 
out When I think of Ossory, and Clinton , and Miss 
Lane, I am thankful that I am only 

"Your loving Johnnie." 

From this it was plain that Johnnie knew nothing of 
what had passed at Ros Braz. Machie made certain 
that Tephany was really asleep; then she kissed the 
letter, and stole downstairs, blushing. 

By this time the storm had spent itself, and the sun 
was playing hide-and-seek with the scattered clouds. 
The smell of wet earth filled the house with its subtle 
sweetness. The river, the road, the trees in the garden 
sparkled with an immaculate freshness, with an eloquence 
louder than any Benedicite. All that was unclean seemed 
to Mary Machin to be lying mute in the room adjoining 
the pretty salon. 

Presently Machie heard a word, repeated slowly, 
again and again. 

" Liczenn — Liczenn 1 " 

At first Mary Machin did not apprehend the signific- 
ance of this name upon the lips of Furic Then suddenly 
she realised, with overwhelming amazement, that the 
dying man must have known Liczenn, that doubtless 
his seizure was due to his recognition of the mask. 

20* 
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And he was a Morbihan man. He might have been 
the brother, possibly the lover, of the dead girl 

She went to the armoire, unlocked it, and took from 
it the mask, which ^one opaquely white out of the 
shadows. For a moment she regarded it attentively; 
then she crossed to the door of the bedroom and opened 
it. P^re Narcisse was kneeling by the bed, praying. 
Furic moaned the name of the mask. 

"Liczenn — Liczenn!" 

''Mon pere " 

The priest rose, mildly surprised. 

"I must speak with you," said Machie firmly; then 
she added, "There is not a moment to lose." 

P^re Narcisse came into the salon. 

"Has he said nothing?" 

"He gives me to understand that he has nothing 
to say." 

The good curi spoke reluctantly. 

"Then why did he come here frightening two 
women out of their lives?" 

"I understood he was intoxicated, Mademoiselle," 
the priest suggested. 

"And now he calls for — Liczenn?" 

"Yes." 
. "Then take this to him." 

She placed the mask in the priest's hands. He 
glanced at it keenly. 

"This mask was hanging above the bed when Furic 
entered that room. He came here to rob or to kill; 
but the sight of the mask made him fall down. Miss 
Lane thinks the mask saved her life." 

"I do not quite understand." 
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"The face looked alive. When I saw it I tell you 
that I, too, nearly fell down. But I locked it up before 
the oliiers came, and forgot about it till now." 

"Yes; this is important; but I am stiU, if not in the 
dark, at least in the twilight" 

"I see," said Machie. 

"Exactly, and I don't" 

It was then that Machie made up her mind to break 
her word for the sake of the woman to whom she had 
pledged it Neither doctor nor priest knew aught of 
Michael Ossory's connection with the mask. Machie 
recited the facts tersely and lucidly. It will be re- 
membered that she had always claimed to be clever in 
layers. Gradually P^re Narcisse's fine, massive features 
indicated apprehension and sympathy. When she had 
finished, he said abruptly: 

"Thank you. It took courage to tell that story, but 
you may have done a greater thing than you think." 

He passed through the door, shut it, and locked it 
Machie heard the sharp dick of the key. She had won 
the good cur^s respect, even admiration; but she was 
a heretic, without the pale. Her expressive face was 
twisted with dismay. Then she went to the window, 
wiping her forehead, feeling uncomfortably warm. The 
fresh air acted as a tonic Having done so much, she 
asked herself if it was possible to do more. Her fine 
eyes sparkled as she went to the writing-table and 
scribbled a note. Fortunately, Bourhis could ride a 
bicycle, and already had rattled twice to Pont-Aven to 
procure medicine. To him Machie delivered her note 
and peremptory instructions. 
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"You will find Monsieur Ossory, whiriver he is, and 
give him this." 

"Perfectiy, Mademoiselle." 

The cook, knowing that Fuiic was dying, crossed 
herself, because horror had been in the air, and Made- 
moiselle's smile was positively uncanny. Machie crept 
upstairs, unable to sit still, and peered into the room 
where Tdphany lay, still sleeping. Then she returned 
to the salon, found her work-basket, and took out her 
work: a half-finished silk tie, which she was knitting for 
her Johnnie. 

In the next room there was silence. The minutes 
passed as Machie's needles clicked. Was a soul pass* 
ing with them — unshriven? After what seemed an 
interminable silence, her ear caught a mumble, and 
following that the deep murmur of the priest And then 
again silence, and the dink of glass against glass. Evi- 
dently a stimulant had been needed. Futic's voice was 
heard again, louder, clearer. Machie rose irresolutely, 
put down her knitting, and listened. If Furic was speak- 
ing xmder the seal of the confessional, he would speak 
in vain so far as Tephany was concerned^ For the 
moment this quiet, amiable gentlewoman looked posi- 
tively savage. Standing near the door, frowning, her 
ear caught a sharp cry, followed by the inarticulate 
mumble of the priest Then she heard Furic's voice, 
hard and broken in tone, but apparently still strong. 
Machie set her teeth as temptation ravished her. It is 
humiliating to record that she did not struggle. Very 
furtively, this honourable lady crept to the dosed door, 
kndt down, as if she were about to say her prayers, 
murmured "God forgive me!" and laid her ear to the 
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keyhole. When she rose a minute later, her face 
was scarlet with exasperation, not shame. She heard 
Furic's voice distinctly, but the man was speaking 
Breton. ... 

An hour later, P^re Narcisse came out of the room, 
carrying the mask in his hand. From his face, Machie 
divined the truth. 

"He is dead?" 

"Yes. May God rest his soul." 

"Amen," replied Mary. 

"You can send for the women. I must see Monsieur 
Ossory at once, so " 

He held out his hand. 

"I am expecting him any minute," said Machie. 
"I thought he might be wanted." 

"You are wonderful." 

"It is true; I am amazed at myself." She laid a 
trembling hand upon the sleeve of the soutane. 

"I tried to overhear Furic's confession. Do you 
understand? It was shameful, but I did it for her sake," 
she glanced upwards, "and" — her pleasant voice grew 
defiant — "and I would do it again and again." 

"Then you heard " 

"A language I did not understand," said Miss Machin. 
"I had to tell you, that's all." 

P^re Narcisse allowed a discreet smile to flicker 
across his impassive face. 

"I understand," he said gravely. "Well, you are a 
friend worth having, Mademoiselle. A propos, if Mon- 
sieur Ossory comes here, matters will be simplified and 
time saved." 

"Why?" 
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"It will be better to say what must be said before 
him and Miss Lane together." 

"Much better, Pm sure." 

"Why are you sure?" he demanded sharply% 

"Because I am a woman." 

Machie went on to say that T^phany had taken a 
slight opiate, and was still asleep. She finished char- 
acteristically, with the slight defiance which never failed 
to amuse her friends and annoy her unfriends: 

"Sir Japhet told me not to wake her, but I shall 
do so." 

"For the same reason you gave me just now?'* 

"For precisely the same reason." 

P^re Narcisse bowed, and passed into the garden, 
where Machie could see him walking up and down, 
reading his breviary. M^re Poldour performed the last 
office for the dead, and still T6phany slept quietly up- 
stairs, and Machie watched the gate, wondering whether 
Michael would fail her. When, at length, she saw him 
turn the comer, she burst into tears. 

P^re Narcisse met the man, while Machie ran up- 
stairs to prepare the woman. To her relief, for Sir 
Japhet's instructions had been very emphatic, Tephany 
was awake. Had the presence of Michael wakened her? 
In her eyes was a question; upon her lips one word 
trembled: 

"Furic?" 

Machie knelt down, knowing that Tephany could see 
the tears in her eyes. 

"Don't speak," she entreated. "Furic is dead, and 
Michael is here. P^re Narcisse will tell you and him 
the trutL" 
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"Why — has — Michael — come?'' 

"Shush-h-hl I sent for him " 

"You let him think that I wanted him." 

"No; I let him think that /wanted him. I hear them 
coming upstairs." 

She got up to open the door. Pfere Narcisse entered 
first. As he crossed the threshold, his lips murmured 
the customary prayer. Was not Tephany sick indeed 
both in mind and body? Michael followed, gaunt and 
haggard. Machie was about to leave the room when 
Tephany signed to her to remain. 

"I have come here under protest," said Michael. 

Mary Machin noted that his glance fell first upon 
Tephany, who never moved nor looked up. 

"I assume all responsibility," said the priest. 

Michael moved near to the window; P&re Narcisse 
seated himself in the chair close to the sofa; Mary 
Machin stood in the centre of the room. 

"Before Furic died," said P^re Narcisse, "I pledged 
myself that his confession should be told to you." He 
looked first at Michael and then at Tephany. Each 
remained silent "It was his wish at the last" Then 
he continued slowly: "Furic was the lover of Liczenn." 

"What?" exclaimed Michael 

The priest held up his strong peasant's hand. 

"He was doing his service when you came to Port 
Navalo," he continued, "and he returned after you had 
left. You must have known that such a girl as Liczenn 
had lovers?" Michael nodded. "And it seems that Furic 
was the one she had encouraged till you came. Then, 
no doubt, she forgot all about him. Liczenn persuaded 
Furic to take her to Paris. She gave no reasons, but 
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she persuaded him to do it If he refused, she swore 
that she would never speak to him again. He con- 
sented. They travelled together to Aiiteuil, and went 
to a small inn known to Furie. Next day, Liczenn 
went alone to Paris." 

He paused, looking at Michael, as if expectant that 
he would fill up the gap in the narrative. 

"She came to me," said ^Gchael. 

"I have been told what passed between you. The 
poor child loved you; you cared nothing for her, and 
then " 

''She threw herself into the river,*' concluded 
Michael. 

"No; you are wrong.** 

"What do you mean?" 

"She was killed by Furic," said the priest He 
continued speaking in an impressive monotone, as if he 
were automatically delivering a message from the dead 
to the living. "When she left your studio, Monsieur, 
she returned to Furic, and asked him to take her back 
to Port Navalo. Then — we must fill in the details — 
bit by bit, word by word, he dragged the truth out of 
her. She told him of the posing, and gloried in it She 
had done it not for money, but for love. Furic listened, 
mad with unreasoning rage. When his bitter words 
burst from him, she taunted him, confessed that she 
had used him, befooled him, that he was less to her 
than the dust on her shoe. Lacerated herself, is it likely 
that she would deal gently with another? No. It seems 
they were standing on the highroad, dose to a point 
where the ground falls sharply away to the bank of the 
Seine. In the struggle that ensued, Furic pushed her. 
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consciously or unconsciously, over the bank. She fell 
upon some stones, striking the back of her head. Furic 
says she was quite dead when he reached her — dead 
and smiling. He tried every means he could think of 
to restore her; then, terrified at what he had done, he 
threw the body into the Seine.** 

Michael gazed steadfastly at T6phany, but made no 
sign. He looked round, feeling that his strength was 
leaving him. Mary Machin, divining his weakness, 
silently pushed a chair near him, into which he sank. 

"And then " said T^phany hoarsely. 

"Furic escaped, engaged himself at Paimpol for the 
cod-fishing in Iceland. But he tells me that he was 
haunted by liczenn, and I" — the priest raised his voice 
— "I, who have done what I could to destroy the super- 
stitions of my people, I do not dare to say that he was 
not haunted, because, not satisfied with the horror he 
had wrought, the man swore vengeance upon you." 

He turned to Michael. 

"Why not?*' said Michael. "What stayed his hand?" 

"He knew your name, and it seems that he had 
seen some sketch, a portrait-panel painted by a brother 
artist at Port Navalo. He searched for you everywhere, 
but he never found you till he sailed from Belle-Isle in 
the tunny-boat Next day he engaged himself as a 
model. Then he paid a pilgrimage to Saint Yves-de-la- 
V^rit^. That medal, according to the current belief at 
Tr^darzec, would bring death to the person who picked 
it up, if that person deserved death; otherwise death 
would daim the avenger." 

"And death has," whispered Mary Machin. 

"You picked up the medal," continued P^re Narcisse. 
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"Yes," said T^phany. 

"Furic thought that the saint had indicated to him 
a more subtle revenge than that he had contemplated. 
Through Monsieur Ossory he believed he had lost a wife^ 
It would be only justice, he reckoned, that through him 
Monsieur Ossory should be deprived of a wife also." 

T^phany began to tremble again. 

"The man, of course, was partially insane; I cannot 
doubt that Last night he would have killed you, if it 
had not been for the mask. Mademoiselle" — he spoke 
with deep feeling — "you have escaped by what I regard 
as little less than a mirade. Monsieur," he turned to 
Michael, "speaking as a priest, I would say that God 
has seen fit to take a great burden from you. Your sin 
was grievous, my son; but our blessed Lord is merciful. 
I say to you — begin again." 

Michael took his outstretched hand, but he muttered: 
"It is too late, my father." 

"It is never too late," said the priest gently. 

"Your story makes no difference; I have wrecked 
two lives instead of one." 

"Then see to it that you do not wreck a third," he 
whispered. Mary Machin heard him, smiled, and fol- 
lowed the square, massive figure out of the room. 

Michael and Tephany were left alone. At once 
Michael crossed the room. 

"Don't speak!" he entreated, "I am goiag, Tephany. 
Do you think that I do not understand? If I loved you 
less, I might be mistaken. You could have forgiven me 
anything except the detestable meanness of accepting 
all from that child and giving nothing in return." 

"Fetch — the — mask," said Tephany. Her throat 
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was becoming so intensely painfulthat the utterance of 
each word gave her severe pain. Michael stared at her, 
questioningly, but without speaking, obeying a gesture 
of her hand. Outside he met Mary Machin. 

"You are not leaving her?" gasped Machie. 

"She asks for the mask." 

"Oh! ril fetch it Wait here!" She hurried off, 
leaving Michael at the head of the stairs. When she 
came back, as she placed the cast in his hands, she 
said warningly: "You mustn't let her talk." 

"She is very hoarse." 

"All the good of the past two months has been 
undone. Sir Japhet thinks that she will never sing 
again in public, but " 

"WeU?" 

"She won't mind that, if she can sing in private to 
the man she loves." 

Then Mary Machin hurried downstairs. Michael went 
back into the room. 

T^phany held out her hands to receive the mask. 
When she grasped it Michael went to the window. 

The sun had finally asserted his dominion over the 
now fast vanishing clouds. Upon the rocks near the 
landing tiny pools of water reflected the pale blue tints 
of the sky, deepening every minute into a purer azure. 
Some of the children of the hamlet, kept prisoners by 
the storm and frightened out of their wits by the thunder, 
were standing near the pools. Michael could hear inno- 
cent peals of laughter, the louder and gladder because 
the terrible storm had rolled Hearing away^ leaving them 
behind to live and laugh. 
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Michael saw and heard the children, apprehending 
their message to him; reading also the writing upon the 
rain-washed woods and fields, upon the river as it flowed 
to the sea, upon the skies so exquisitely tender in tone 
and texture. 

Would it have been better for him and Tephany if 
Furic had killed him? 

Why had he been spared? 

T6phany lay staring at the mask which had saved 
her life. And at first she thought of Furic, of Furic, 
who now knew. But for the moment she pictured him 
alive, not dead. She saw him amid the salt, grey mists 
of the Northern Atlantic, as he stood by the wheel at 
midnight, peering into the waste of waters, searching for 
the face that she held in her hands. Had he not 
sought for it a thousand times? Or, just before dawn, 
that mysterious twilight hour when errant spirits flit from 
the darkness of night and are lost in the radiance of 
day, had not Furic awaited the spirit of her he had 
loved and slain? Aye, with throbbing pulses and burst- 
ing heart Or again, in his own country of Morbihan, 
returning after long years to the hamlet where she and 
he had played together on the sands, to the cool, dewy 
lanes wherein they had wandered, to the Calvaries upon 
whose granite steps they had prayed side by side — had 
not Furic known with ever-increasing conviction that 
sooner or later Liczenn would come back? Expecting 
to see her uneasy spirit for ten dreary years, she had 
not revealed herself. But he had heard her voice: the 
wail of the doomed creature condemned to linger upon 
the earth although not of it The roaring gales had 
not drowned her cry: it vibrated above the tempest even 
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as it had moaned in the pinetops, or sighed across a 
summer sea. 

And at the last he had seen what he believed to be 
the flesh-and-blood woman which was only a face of day. 

Was it nothing more? 

As she put the question, the mask appeared to 
answer it What had provoked and defied interpretation 
vanished. Derision, protest, pain, malice, seemed to 
melt into an expression not to be mistaken. 

"Michael!" 

She whispered his name, but he came as if at the 
summons of a clarion. What he saw in her eyes made 
him kneel down. Holding the mask in one hand, she 
placed the other about his neck, drawing his ear dose 
to her lips. Then she murmured: 

"I have read the message on her face." 

"What is it, Tephany?" 

"Forgiveness for all of us." 



THE END, 
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IV. — France of To-day x v. — Two Aunts 
and a Nephew x v. — A Dream of Mil- 
lions XV. — The Curb of Honour i v. — 
France of To-day (Second Series) i v. — A 
Romance of Dijon i v. — The Dream- 
Charlotte IV. — A Storm-Rent Sky i v, — 
Reminiscences i v. — The Lord of the 
Harvest x v. — Anglo-French Reminis- 
cences, 1875 — 1899 XV. — A Suffolk Court- 
ship XV. — Mock Beggars* Hall i v. — 
East of Paris i v. — A Humble Lover i v. — 
Barham Brocklebank, M.D. i v. — Martha 
Rose, Teacher x v. 

Bierce, Ambrose (Am.). 
In the Midst of Life x v. 

Birchenough, Mabel C 
Potsherds x v. 

Bisland, £. : v, Rhoda Brougb- 
ton. 

Bismarck, Prince: vide Butler. 
Vide also Wilhelm Gorlach 
(Collection of German Authors, 
p. 29), and Whitman. 

Black, William, f 1898. 

A Daughter of Heth 2 v. — In Silk At- 
tire 2 v. — The Strange Adventures of a 
Phaeton 2 v. — A Princess of Thule 2 v. — 
Kilmeny x v. — The Maid of Killeena, and 
other Stories i v. — Three Feathers 2 v. — 
Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart, and other 
Stories XV. — Madcap Violet 2 v. — 
Green Pastures and Piccadilly 2 v. — 
Macleod of Dare 2 v. — White Wings 



2 V. — Sunrise 2 v. — The BeautifulWretch 

1 V. — Mr. Pisistratus Brown, M.P., in 
the Highlands ; The Four Macnicols ; Tbe 
Pupil of Aurelius i ▼. — Shandon Belh 
(with Portrait) 2 v. —Judith Shakespeare 

2 V. — The Wise Women of Inverness, 
etc. I V. — White Heather 2 V, — Sabina 
Zembra 2 v. — The Strange Adventures 
of a House-Boat 2 ▼. — In Far Locbatber 
2 V. — The New Prince Fortunatus 2 v.— 
Stand Fast, Craig-Royston 1 2 v. — Donald 
Ross of Heimra 2 v. — The Magic Ink, 
and other Tales x y. — Wolfenberg 2 v, — 
The Handsome Humes 2 v. — Highland 
Cousins 2 V. — Briseis 2 v. — Wild Eelin 2 v. 

"Black- Box Murder, the," 
Author of. 
The Black-Box Murder x v. 

Blackmore, Richard Doddridge, 
t 1900. 
Alice Lorraine 2 y. — Mary Anerley 3 v. 
— Christowell 2 v, — Tommy Upmore 
2 v. — Perlycross 2 y. 

"Blackwood." 

Tales from "Blackwood" (First Series) 
X V. —Tales from " Blackwood " (Second 
Series) i v. 

Blagden, Isa, f 1873, 

The Woman I loved, and the Woman 
who loved me ; A Tuscan Wedding i v. 

Blessington, Countess of (Mar- 
guerite Grardiner), f 1849. 

Meredith x v. — Strathem 2 v. — Me- 
moirs of a Femme de Chambre i v. -^ 
Marmaduke Herbert 2 v. — Country 
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v. 

Bloomfield, Baroness. 

Reminiscences of Court and Diplomatic 
Life (with the Portrait of Her Majesty 
the Queen) 2 v. 

Boldrewood, Rolf. 
Robbery under Arms 2 v. — Nevermore 

2 V. 

Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Maxwell). 

Lady Audley's Secret 2 v. — Aurora 
Floyd 2 V. — Eleanor's Victory 2 v. — John 
Marchmont's Legacy 2 v. — Henry Dun- 
bar 2 V. — The Doctor's Wife 2 y. — 
Only a Clod 2 v. — Sir Jasper's Tenant 
2 V. — The Lady's Mile 2 v. — RupertGod- 
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win 2 V, — Dead-Sea Fruit 2 v. — Run to 
Earth 2 v. — Fenton's Quest 2 v. — The 
LoveU of Arden 2 v. — Strangers and 
Pilgrims 2 v. — Lucius Davoren 3 V. — 
Taken at the Flood 3 V. — Lost for Love 
2 V. — AStrange World 2 v, — Hostages 
to Fortune 2 v. — Dead Men's Shoes 

2 V. — Joshua Haggard's Daughter 2 v. — 
Weavers andW eft x v. — In GreatWaters, 
and other Tales x v. — An Open Verdict 

3 V. — Vixen 3 V. — The Qoven Foot 3 v. 

— The Story of Barbara 2 v. — Just as I 
am 2 V. — Asphodel 3 V, — Mount Royal 
2 v. — The Golden Cadf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed I v. — Phantom Fortune 3 V. — 
Under the Red Flag i v. — Ishmael 3 v, 

— Wyllard's Weird 3 v. — One Thing 
Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County i v. — 
Like and Unlike 2 v. — The Fatal Three 
2 V. — The Day will come 2 v, — One 
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — 
The Venetians 2 v. — All along the River 
2 v. — Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christ- 
mas Hirelings, etc. z v. — Sons of Fire 
2 v. — London Pride 2 v. — Rough Justice 
2 ▼. — In High Places 2 v. — His Darling 
Sin I ▼. —The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 
2 V. — The Rose of Life 2 v. — Dead Love 
has Chains z v. 

Brassey, Lady, f 1887. 

A Voyage in the "Sunbeam" 2 v. — 
Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v. — In 
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring 
Forties 2 v. 

"Bread -Winners, the," Author 
of (Am.). 
The Bread -Winners z v. 

Bret Harte: vide Harte. 

Brock, Rev. William, f 1875. 
Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. z ▼. 

BrontS, Charlotte: vide Currer 
BelL 

BrontS, Emily & Anne: vide 
Ellis & Acton Bell. 

Brooks, Shirley, f 1874. 

The Silver Cord 3 V. — Sooner or Later 
3V. 

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker). 

Station Life in New Zealand z v. -— 
Station Amusements in New Zealand 
z V. — A Year's Housekeeping in South 



Africa z ▼. — Letters to Guy, and A Dis- 
tant Shore — Rodrigues z v. — Colonial 
Memories z v. 

Broughton, Rhoda. 

Cometh up as a Flower z v. — Not 
wisely, but too well 2 v. — Red as a Rose 
is She 2 V. — Tales for Christmas Eve 
z V. — Nancy 2 v. — Joan 2 v. — Secqnd 
Thoughts 2 V. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor 
Cupid 2 V. — Alas 1 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh 
z V. — A Beginner z v. — Scylla or 
Charybdis? z v. — Dear Faustina z v. — 
The Game and the Candle z v. — Foes in 
Law z V. — Lavinia z v, 

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth 
Bisland. 
A Widower Indeed z v. 

Brown, John, f 1882. 
Rab and his Friends, and other Papers z v. 

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 

t 1861. 

A Selection from her Foetjy (with For* 
trait) z v. — Aurora Leigh z v. 

Browning, Robert, f 1889. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 v. 

BuUen, Frank T. 
The Cruise of the "Cachalot" 2 v. 

Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 
t 1873. 

Pe1ham'(with Portrait) z ▼. — Eugene 
Aram z v. — Paul Clifford i v. — Zanoni 
zv. — The Last Days of Pompeii zv. — 
The Disowned z v, — £rnest Maltravers 
z V. — Alice z V. — Eva, and The Pilgrims 
of the Rhine z v. — Devereux z v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland z v. — Rienzi 
z v. — Night and Morning i v. — The Last 
of the Barons 2 v. — Athens 2 v. — The 
Poems and ballads of Schiller z v. — 
Lucretia 2 v. — Harold 2 v. — King Arthur 
2 V. — The New Timon, and St. Stephen's 
z V. — The Caxtons 2 v. — My Novel 4 V. — 
What will he do with it? 4 V. — Dramatic 
Works a V. — A Strange Story 2 v. — ^ 
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales of Mile- 
tusi V. — Miscellaneous Prose Works 4 V. — 
Odes and Epodes of Horace 2 v. — Kenelm 
Chillingly 4 v. -»- The Coming Race z v. — 
The Parisians 4 V. — Pausanias, the Spar- 
tan z V. 
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Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord 

Bailing), f 1872. 

Historical Characters 2 v. — llie Life of 
Viscount Palmerston 3 v. 

Bunyan, John, f 1688. 

The Pilgrim's Progress i v. 

"Buried Alone,** Author of 
• (Charles Wood). 
Buried Alone x v. 

Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg- 
son (Am.). 

Through one Administration 2 v. — Little 
Lord Fauntleroy i v. — Sara Crewe, 
and Editha's Burglar x v. — The Pretty 
Sister of Jose x v. — A Lady of Quality 
2 V. — His Grace of Osmonde a v. — The 
Shuttle 2 V. 

Bumey, Miss (Madame D'Ar- 
blay), f 1840. 
Evelina x v. 

Bums, Robert, f 1796. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Burton, Richard F., f 1890. 
A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v. 

Bury, Baroness de: vide '*A11 
for Greed." 

Butler, A. J. 

Bismarck. His Reflections and Re- 
miniscences. Translated from the great 
German edition, under the supervision of 
A.J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v, 

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., f 1881. 

Jennie of "The Prince's," 2 v. — Won 
2 V. — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v. — 
Nell — on and off the Stage 2 v, — From 
the Wings 2 v. 

Byron, Lord, ■[•1824. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (Iota). 

A Yellow Aster i v. — Children of Cir- 
cumstance 2 V. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v. 

Caine, Hall. 

The Bondman 2 v. — The Manxman 
2 V. — The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal 
City 3 V. — The Prodigal Son 2 v. 



Cameron, Vemey Lovett 
Across Africa 2 v. 

Campbell Praed, Mrs.: vide 
Praed. 

Carey, Rosa Nouchette. 

Not Like other Girls 2 v. — " But Men 
must Work" x v» — Sir Godfrey's Grand- 
daughters 2 V. — The Old, Old Story 2 v. 

— Herb of Grrace 2 v. — The H^hway of 
Fate 2 v< — A Passage Perilous 2 v. — At 
die Moorings 2 v. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881. 
The French Revolution 3 V. — Fre- 
derick the Great 13 v. — Oliver Crom- 
well's Letters and Speeches 4 V. — The 
Life of Schiller x v. 

Can*, Alaric 
Treherne's Temptation 2 v. 

Castle, Agnes & Egerton. 
The Star Drfeamer e y. — Incomparable 
Bellaxrs x v. — Rose of the World i v. — 
French Nan x v. — ** If Youth but knew ! " 
X v. — My Merry Rockhurst x ▼. — Flower 
o' the Orange x v. 

Castle, Egerton. 
Consequences 2 v. — **La Bella,*' and 
Others i v. 

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, 
f 1896 : vide Author of "Chro- 
nicles of the Schdnberg-Cotta 
Family." 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
t 1880. 

Oliver of the Mill x v. 

Chesterton, Q. K. 

The Man who was Thursday x v. 

Cholmondeley, Mary. 
Diana Tempest 2 v. — Red Pottage 2 v. 

— Moth and Rust x v. — Prisoners 2 v. 

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, 
Grand Duchess of Hesse. 

"Chronicles of the Sch5nberg- 

Cotta I^amily," Author of (Mrs. 

E. Rundle Charles), j- 1896. 
Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta Fa- 
mily a V. — The Draytons and the 
Davenants 2 v. -^ On Both Sides of 
the Sea 2 v. — Winifred Bertram x v. — 
Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan i v. — 
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The Victory of the Vanquished i v. — 
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other 
Parables i v. — Against the Stream 2 v. 
— The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer- 
ing and to Conquer x v. — Lapsed, but not 
Lost I V. 

Clark, Alfred. 
The Finding of Lot's Wife 1 v. 

Clemens, Samuel L. : v. Twain. 

Clifford, Mrs. W. K. 
Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman x v. 
— Aunt Anne 2 ▼. — ^The Last Touches, and 
other Stories x v. — Mrs. Keith's Crime 
IV. — A Wild Proxy x v. — r A Flash of 
Summer i v. — A Woman Alone x v. — 
Woodside Farm x v. — The Modern Way 
IV. — The Getting Well of Dorothy x v, 

Clive, Mrs. Caroline, -f 1873: 
vide Author of" Paul FerroU." 

Cobbe, Frances Power, j- 1904. 
Re-Echoes x v. 

Coleridge, C R. 

An English Squire 2 v. 

Coleridge, M. £. 
The King with two Faces 2 v. 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 

t 1834. . 
Poems I V. 

Collins, Charles AUston, f 1^73- 
A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v. 

Collins, Mortimer, -jr 1876. 

Sweet and Twenty 2 v. ;— A Fight with 
Fortune 2 v. 

Collins, Wilkie, \ 1889. 

After Dark i v. — Hide and Seek 2 v. — 
A Plot in Private Life, etc. x v. — The 
Woman in White 2 v. — Basil x v. — No 
Name 3 V. — The Dead Secret, and other 
Tales 2 V. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale 
3 V. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 
Wife 3 V. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v, — Miss 
or Mrs. ? i v. — The New Magdalen 2 v. — 
The Frozen Deep x v. — The Law and the 
Lady 2 V. — The Two Destinies x v. — My 
Lady's Money, and Percy and the Prophet 
XV. — The Haunted Hotel x v. — The 
Fallen Leaves 2 v. — Jezebel's Daughter 
2 V. — The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and 
Science 2 v. — "I say No, "2 v. — The Evil 
Genius 2 v. — The Guilty River, and The 



Ghost's Touch i v. — The Legacy of Cain 
2 V. — Blind Love 2 v. 

"Cometh up as a Flower," Au- 
thor of: vide Rhoda Brough- 
ton. 

Conrad, Joseph. 

An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales 
of Unrest x v. — The Secret Agent x v. 

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 

t 1885- 
Called Back x v. — Bound Together 
2 V. — Dark Days i v. — A Family Affair 

2 V. — Living or Dead 2 v. 

Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), 
t 1851- 

The Spy (with Portrait) i v. — The Two 
Admirals i v. —The Jack O 'Lantern x v. 

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders. 

Corelli, Marie. 
Vendetta! 2 v, — Thelma a v, — A 
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v. — ** Ardath " 

3 V. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
2 V. —The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches x v. ■ — Barabbas ; A 
Dream of the World's Tragedy 2 v. — 
The Sorrows of Satan -2 v. — The Mighty 
Atom z V. — The Murder of Delicia x v. — 
Ziska XV. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 y. — The 
Master-Christian 2 v. — "Temporal Power' ' 
2 V. — God's Good Man 3 v. — Free 
Opinions x v. — Treasure of Heaven (with 
Portrait) 2 v. 

Cotes, Mrs. Everard. 
Those Delightful Americans i v. — Set io 
Authority i v. 

♦♦County, the," Author of. 

The County i v. 

Craik, George Lillie, f 1866. 
A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language 2 v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M, 

Mulock), t 1887. 
John Halifax, Gentleman 2 v. — The 
Head of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a 
Life £ V. — A Woman's Thoughts about 
Women x v. — Agatha's Husband x v. — 
Romantic Tales x v. — Domestic Stories 
XV. — Mistress and Maid x v. — The 
Ogilvies XV. — Lord Erlistoun i v. — 
Christian's Mistake x v, — Bread upox) 
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the Waters i v. — A Noble Life x v. — 
Olive 2 V. — Two Marriages x v. — Studies 
from Life i v. — Poems x v. — Tho 
Woman's Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories 2 v. — A Brave 
Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
IV. — My Mother and I x v. — The Little 
Lame Prince it. — Sermons outof Church 
X V. — The Laurel-Bush ; Two little Tinkers 
IV. — A Legacy 2 V. — Young Mrs. Jardine 
2 V. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches x v. — Plain Speaking x v. — 
Miss Topimy i v. — K;ng Arthur i v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 

Lost and Won x v. — Faith Un win's 
Ordeal i v. — Leslie Tyrrell x v. — Wini- 
fred's Wooing, etc. XV. — Mildred i v, — 
Esther Hill's Secret 2 v. — Hero Tre- 
velyan i v. — Without Kith or Kin 2 v. — 
Only a Butterfly 1 v. — Sylvia's Choice ; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick i v. — 
Dorcas 2 v, — Two Women 2 v. 

Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C 
Stirling. 
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by Miss Craik : A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) 2 v. 

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide 
Lady FuUerton. 

Crawford, P. Marion (Am.). 

Mr. Isaacs x v.' — Doctor Qaudius iv. — 
To Leeward i v. — A Roman Singer 
IV. — An American Politician i v. — 
Zoroaster x v. — A Tale of a Lonely Parish 
e V. — Saracinesca 2 v. — Marzio's Crucifix 

1 v. — PaulPatoff 2 V. — With thelmmortals 
IV. — Greifenstein 2 v. -i- Sant' liario 

2 V. — A Cigarette - Maker's Romance 
1 V. — Khdled I V. — The Witch of Prague 
2 V. — The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino 
2 v. — .The Children of the King iv. — 
Fietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche i v. 
— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral- 
stons 2 V. — Casa Braccio a v. — Adam 
Johnstone's Son x v. — Taquisara 2 v. — 
A Rose of Yesterday i v. — Corleone 
2 V. — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 v. — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia 2 v. — The Heart 
of Rome 2 v. — Whosoever Shall Offend... 
2 V. — Soprano 2 v. — A Lady of Rome 2 v. 
— • Arethusa 2 v. — The Primadonna a v. 

Crockett, S. R. 
The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v. — 
The Grey Man 2 v. " — Love Idylls x v. — 
fhe D«u:k o' the Moon a Vt 



Croker« B. M. 

Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happy 
Valley i v. — The Old Cantonment, vith |. 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere i v. J 
— A Nine Days' Wonder 1 v. — The \ 
Youngest Miss Mowbray i v. — The Com- 
pany's Servant 2 v. 

Cross, J. W.: vide George 
£Uof 8 Ufe. 

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. > 
Thomas. 

Cummins, Miss (Am.), f 1866. 

The Lamplighter i v. — Mabel Vaughan 
I v. — El Fureidis iv. — HauntedHearts iv. 

Gushing, Paul. 
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v. 

"Daily News." 

War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi- 
bald Forbes and others 3 v. 

Danby, Frank. 

The Heart of a Child 2 v. 

'•Dark," Author of. 
Dark i v. 

Davis, llichard Harding (Am.). 

Gallegher ,• etc. 1 v. — Van Bibber and 
Others i v. — Ranson's Folly x v. 

De Foe, Daniel, j- 1731. 

Robinson Crusoe i v. 

Deland, Margaret (Am.). 

John Ward, Preacher i v. 

De la Pasture, Mrs. Henry, vide 
Pasture. 

"Democracy," Author of (Am.). 
Democracy i v. 

" Demos," Author of : vide George 
Gissing. 

"Diary and Notes," Author 
of: vide Author of "Horace 
Templeton." 

Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 
The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2 v. — 
American Notes i v. — Oliver Twist i v. — 
Nicholas Nickleby 2 v. — Sketches i v. — 
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Christmas 
Carol ; The Chimes ; The Cricket on the 
H^artJi I Y, — Mi^s^cr Humphrey's ClocV 
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(Old CuriosityShop ; Barnaby Rudge, etc.) 

3 V. — Pictures from Italy x v. — Donibey 
and Son 3 V. — David Copperfield 3 V. — 
Bleak House 4 ▼. — A Child's History of 
England (2 v. S^M. 2,70.) — Hard Times 
z V. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v. 

— The Battle of Life ; The Haunted Man 
IV. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted 
Down ; The Uncommercial Traveller i v. 

— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas 
Stories, etc. i v. — Our Mutual Friend 
(with Illustrations) 4 V. — Somebody's 
Luggage ; Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Lirriper's Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari- 
gold's Prescriptions ; Mugby Junction i v. 

— The Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers, 
IV. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed. 
by his Sister-in-law and his eldestDaughter 

4 V. — Vide also Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Forster. 

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie 

Collins. 
No Thoroughfare; The Late Miss Hol- 
lingford x v. 

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea- 
consfield, f 1881. 
Coningsby i v, — Sybil x v. — Contarini 
Fleming (with Portrait) i v. — Alroy i v. — 
Tancred 2 v, — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian 
Grey 2 v. — Hertrietta Temple 1 v. — 
Lothair 2 v, — Endymion 2 v. 

Dixon, Ella Hepworth. 

The Story of a Modem Woman i v. — One 
Doubtful Hour x v. 

Dixon, W. Hepworth, f 1879. 

Personal History of Lord Bacon x v. — 
The Holy Land 2 v. — New America 2 v. — 
Spiritual Wives 2 v, — Her Majesty's 
Tower 4 V. — Free Russia 2 v. — History 
of two Queens 6 v, — Wliite Conquest 
2 y. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 

Dixon, Jr., Thomas, (Am.). 

The Leopard's Spots 2 v. 

Dougall, L. (Am.). 
Beggars All 2 v. 

Dowie, M6nie Muriel. 

A Girl in the Xarpathians x v. 

Doyle, Sir A. Conan. 
The Sign of Four x v. — Micah Clarke 
2 V. — The Captain of the Pole-Star, and 
other Tales i v. — The White Company 
9 y, — A Study in Scarlet i v, — Tlic 



Great Shadow, and Beyopd the City x v. — 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 

— The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of 
Girdlestone 2 v, — The Memoirs of Sher- 
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp 
IV. — The Stark Munro Letters 1 v. — 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard i v. — 
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bemac i v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko i v. — A 
Duet X V. — The Green Flag i v. — The 
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South 
Africa IV. — The Hound of the Basker- 
villes XV. — Adventures of Gerard i v. — 
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Sir 
Nigel 2 V, — The Magic Door i v. ^ 

Drummond, Professor Henry, 

ti897. 
The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax 
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life x v. 

DufTerin, the Earl of. 

Letters from High Latitudes x v. 

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide 
Mrs. Cotes. 

Dunton : vide Th. Watts-Dun- 
ton. 

Earl, the, and the Doctor. 

South Sea Bubbles x v. 

Eastwick, Edward B., f 1883. 
Autobiography of Lutfullah x v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, vide Series 
for the Young, p. 29. 

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie. 

Archie Lovell 2 v« — Steven Lawrence, 
Yeoman 2 v. — Ought we to visit her? 2 v, 

— A Vagabond Heroine x v. — Leah : A. ■ 
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock- . 
ing XV. — Jet : Her Face or Her Fortune? 
XV. — Vivian the Beauty x v. — A Ball- 
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Girl 
2 ▼. — A Playwright's Daughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths x v. — Peari-Powder x v. 
The Adventuress x v. 

Edwards, Amelia B., f 1892. 

Barbara's History 2 v. — Miss CareW 
2 V. — Hand and Glove x v. — Half a M il- 
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham's Vow 
2 v. — In the Days of my Youth 2 v. — 
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val- 
leys IV. — Monsieur Maurice x v, — A 
Night on the Borders of the 31ack Forest 
I V. — A Poetry- Book of Elder Poeta 



10 



Tauckniiz Edition, Complete List. 



z V. — A Thousand Miles up th« Nile 2 v. 
— A Poetry-Book of Modem Poets i v. — 
Lord Brackenbury 2 y. 

Edwards, M. Betham-: vide 
Betham. 

Edward, Eggleston (Am.). 
The Faith Doctor 2 v. 

Elbon, Barbara (Am.). 

Bethesda 2 v. 

Eliot, George (Miss Evans-^ 

Mrs. Cross), + 1880. 
Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 ▼. — The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Marner i v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 V. — Daniel Deronda 4 V. — The 
Lifted Veil , and Brother Jacob i v. — 
Impressions of Theophrastus Such t v. — 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
XV. — George Eliot's Life, edited by her 
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v. 

** Elizabeth and her German 
Garden," Author of. 
Elizabeth and her German Garden z v. — 
The Solitary Summer 1 v. — The Bene- 
factress 2 V. — Princess Priscilla's Fort- 
night IV. — The Adventures of Elizabeth 
in Riigen i v. — Fraulein Schmidt and Mr. 
Anstruther x v. 

Elliot, Mrs. Frances, f 1898. 

Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v. — 
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The 
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle 
"Woman in Sicily i v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome 1 V. — The Diary of an IdleWoraan in 
Spain 2 V. — The Red Cardinal i v. — ^ 
The Story of Sophia x v. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople z v. — 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip z v. 

Emerson, Ralph Waldo, f 1 88 2. 
Representative Men i v. 

" Englishwoman's Love-Let- 
ters, an," Author of. 
An Englishwoman's Love->Letters x v. 

Erroll, Henry. 

An Ugly Duckling z v. 

Esler, E. Rentoul. 
The Way they loved at Grimpat z v. 

** Essays and Reviews," the 

Authors of. 
Essays and Reviews. By various Authors 
I v* 



"Estelle Russell," Author of. 
Estelle Russell 2 v. 

Esterre- Keeling, Elsa D'. 

Three Sisters x v. — A Laughing Philo- 
sopher z V. — The Professor's Wooing i v. 
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland 
IV. — Orchardscroft z v. — AppassionaU 
IV. — Old Maids and Young 2 v. — The 
Queen's Serf i v. 

** Euthanasia," Author of. 
Euthanasia z v. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 

Jackanapes; The Story of a Short Life; 
Daddy Darwin's Dovecot i v. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing x v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales x v. 

" Expiated," ' Author of. 
Expiated 2 ▼. 

Fargus, F. J. : vide Hugh Con- 
way. 

Farrar, F. W. (Dean), ■)• 1903. 

Darkness and Dawn 3 v. 

« Fate of Fenella, the," Authors' 
of. 
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors x v. 

Felkin, Alfred Laurence: viJe 
E. T. Fowler. 

Felkin, Mrs.: vide E.T. Fowler. 

Kendall, Percy: vide F. C 
Philips. 

Fenn, George Manville. 

The Parson o' Dumford 2 v. — The 
Clerk of Portwick 2 v. 

Fielding, Henry, f 1754. 

Tom Jones 2 v. 

Findlater, Mary and Jane: vide 
Kate Douglas Wiggin. 

Five Centuries 

of the English Language and Literature: 

John Wycliflfe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. — 
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. — 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonson. — John 
Locke. — Thomas Gray (vol. 500, published 
i860) X V. 
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Fleming, George (Am.). 

Kismet i v. — Andromeda 3 t. 
Forbes, Archibald,, f 1900. 

My Experiences of the War between 
France and Germany 2 v. — Soldiering 
and Scribbling z v. — Memories and 
Studies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide also 
*• Daily News," War Correspondence. 

Forrest, R. E. 
£ight Days 2 v. 

Forrester, Mrs. 

Viva 2 V. — Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
2 V. — My Lord and My Lady 2 v. — I 
have Lived and Loved 2 v. — June 2 v, — 
Omnia Vanitas x v. — Although he was a 
Lord, and other Tales x v. — Corisande, 
and other Tales x v. — Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the World, Worldly x v. — Dearest 
2 V. — The Light of other Days x v. — 
Too Late Repented x v. 

Forster, John, f 1876. 
The Life of Charles Dickens (with HIiis- 
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and 
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v. 

Fothergill, Jessie. 

The First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2 v. — 
Made or Marred, and "One of Three" 
IV. — Kith and Kin 2 v. — Peril 2 v. — 
Borderland 2 v. 

"Found Dead," Author of: vide 
James Payn. 

Fowler, Ellen Thomcycroft 

(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin). 

A Double Thread 2 v. — The Farring- 
dons 2 V. — Fuel of Fire i v. — Place and 
Power 2 V. — In Subjection 2 v. 

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 

(Mrs. A. L. Felkin) & Alfred 

Laurence Felkin. 
Kate of Kate Hall 2 v. 

Fox, Caroline, f 187 1. 
Memories of Old Friends from her Jour- 
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N. 
Pym 2 V. 

"Frank Fairlegh," Author of 

(F. E. Smedley), f 1864. 
Frank Falrlegh 2 v. 

Francis, M. E. 
The Duenna of a Genius i t, 



Frederic, Harold (Am.), -j- 1898. 
Illumination 2 v. -^ Maurch Hares x v. 

Freeman, Edward A., \ 1892. 

The Growth of the English Constitution 
IV. — Select Historical Essays x v. — 
Sketches from French Travel x v. 

Froude, James Anthony, -j- 1894. 

Oceana x v. — The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other E^ays x v. 

Fullerton , Lady Georgiana, 
t 1885. 

Ellen Mid^eton i v. — Grantley Manor 
2 V. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
2 V. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds' 
Niece 2 v. — The Notary's Daughter x v. — 
The Lilies of the Valley, and The House of 
Penarvan x v. — TheCountessde Bonneval 
XV. — Rose Leblanc X v. — Seven Stories 
XV. — The Life of Luisa de Carvajal x v. 

— A Will and a Way, and The Hand- 
kerchief at the Window 2 v. — Eliane 
2 V. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by Lady Fullerton). — Laurentia i v. 

Gardiner, Marguerite: vide 
LAdy Blessington. 

Gaskell, Mrs., f 1865. 

Mary Barton i v. — Ruth 2 v. — North 
and South x v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Tales J v.— The Life of Charlotte Bronte 
2 V. — Lois the Witch, etc. i v. — Sylvia's 
Lovers 2 v, — A Dark Night's Work 
XV. — Wives and Daughters 3 V. — Cran- 
ford X V. — Cousin Phillis, and other Tales 

I V. 

" Geraldine Hawthorne,** Author 
of: vide Author of "Miss 
Molly.** 

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon- 

gard de Longgarde). 
Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha x v. — Ortho- 
dox IV. — The Wrong Man x v. — A Spot- 
less Reputation x v. — A Forgotten Sin x v. 

— One Year x v. — The Supreme Crime i v. 

— The Blood-Tax i v. — Holy Matrimony 
IV. — The Eternal Woman i v. — Made 
of iyloney x v. — The Bridge of Life x v. 

— The Three Essentials x v. — The Im- 
probable Idyl XV. — The Compromise 2 v. 

— Itinerant Daughters x v. 

Gerard, E. (Emily de-Laszowska). 

A Secret Mission x v. — A Foreigner 2 v. 

— The Extermination of Love 2 v. 
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. Gibeme, Agnes. 

Tlie Curate's Home x v. . 

Gissing, George, f 1903. 

Demos. A Story of Englisli Socialism a y. 

— New Grub Street a v. 

Gladstone, Rt Hon. W. £., 

f 1898. 

Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re- 
ligion X V. — Bulgarian Horrors, and 
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts 
IV. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts z v. 

Glyn, Elinor. 

The Visits of Elizabeth x v, — The Re- 
flections of Ambrosine i v. — The Vicissi- 
tudes of Evangeline x v. — Beyond the 
Rocks XV. — Three "Weeks x v. 

Godfrey, Hal: vide Charlotte 
O'Conor Bcdes. 

Goldsmith, Oliver, j 1774. 
Select Works (with Portrait) i v. 

Goodman, Edward J. 

Too Curious x v. 

Gordon, Julicn (Am.). 

A Diplomat's Diary x v. 

Gordon, Major -Gen. C G., 

His Jounials at Kartoum. Introduction 
and Notes by A. £. Hake (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v. 

Gore, Mrs., f 1861. 

Castles in the Air x v. — The Dean's 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 V. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons 
2 V. — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck- 
ington 2 V. 

Grand, Sarah. 

Our Manifold Nature x v. — Babs the 
Impossible 2 v. — Emotional Moments x v. 

Grant, Miss. 

Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v. 

— My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 
Roma 2 v. 

Gray, Maxwell. 

The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 v. — Tlic 
Reproach of Annesley 2 v. 



GrenviUe: Mur]:ay, E. C (Trois- 
Etoiles), t 1881. 

The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young \\ 
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. — ;■ 
French Pictures in English Chalk (First ,: 
Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day ' 
XV. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second Series) 2 v, — Strange Tales 
X V. — That Artful Vicar 2 v. — Six Months 
in the Ranks x v. — People I haye met x v. 

Grimwood, Ethel St Clair. 
My Three Years in Maaipor (with Por- 
trait) X v.- 

Grohman, W. A. Baillie. 

Tyrol and the Tyrolese i v. 

Gunter, Archibald Clavering 

(Am.), t 1907. 
Mr. Barnes of New York i v. 

Guthrie, P. Anstey : vide Anstey. 

"Guy Livingstone," Author of 
(G«orge Alfred Laurence), 
t 1876. 
Guy Livingstone i v. — Sword and 
Gown XV. — Barren Honour 1 v. — 
Border and Bastille x v. — Maurice Dering 
X V. — Sans Merci 2 v. — Breaking a 
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha- 
garene 2 v. 

Habberton, John (Am.). 
Helen's Babies & Other People's Chil- 
dren XV. — The Bowsham Puzzle i v. — 
One Tramp; Mrs. Mayburn's Twins x v. 

Haggard, H. Rider. 

King Solomon's Mines i v, — She 2 v. — 
Jess 2 V. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
Witch's Head 2 v. — Maiwa's Revenge 
XV. — Mr. Meeson's Will x v. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 v. — Cleopatra 2 v. — 
Allan's Wife i v. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 V. — Montezuma's Daughter 2 v. — The 
People of the Mist 2 ▼. — Joan Haste 2 v. — 
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard 
XV. — Doctor Theme x v. — Swallow 
2 V. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa x v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. — P.earl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 

— Ayesha. The Rettu-n of 'She* 2 v. — 
The Way of the Spirit 2 v. — Benita x v. 

— Fair Margaret 2 v. 

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew 
Lang. 
The World'* P^?ke 2 Y« 
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Hake, A. E. : vide Gen. Gordon. 

Hall, Mrs. S. C, f 1881. 
Can Wrong be Right? z v. — Marian i v. 

Hamerton, Philip Gilbert, 

tx894. 
MarmomQ z ▼. — French and English a v. 

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of 
** Not Easily Jealous.** 

Hardy, Thomas. 

The Hand of Etbelberta 2 v. — Far 
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re- 
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Tnimpet- 
Maior a v. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on 
a 'Ix>wer 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 

— A Group of Noble Dames i v. — Tess 
of the D'Urbervilies 2 v. — Life's Little 
Ironies z v. — Jude the Obscure 2 v. 

Harland, Heniy, j- 1905. 

The Cardinal's Snuff- Box z v. — The 
Lady Paramount z v.— My Friend Prosper© 
z V. 

Harraden, Beatrice. 

Ships that pass in the Night x v. — In 
Varying Moods z v. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man z v. — The 
Fowler 2 ▼. — Katharine Frensham 2 ▼. 

— The Scholar's Daughter x v. 

Harrison, Agnes. 
Martin's Vineyard x v. 

Harrison, Mrs.MaryStLeger: 
vide Lucas Malet 

Harte, Bret (Am.), f 1902. 

Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo- 
nauts:— The Luck of Roaring Camp; 
The Outcasts of Poker Flat, etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends; Con- 
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches ; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the 
Foothills z V. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar x v. — Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales i v. — The 
Story of a Mine i v. — Drift from Two 
Shores z v. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches z v. — The Twins ol 
Table Mountain, and other Tales z v. — 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story, and other Tales 
XV. — Flip, and other Stories z v. — On 
the Frontier z v. — By Shore and Sedge 
z V. — ^ Maruja x v. — Snow-bound at 
Eagle's, and: Devil's Ford x v. — The 



Crusade of the "Excelsior" x v. — A 
Millionaire of Rough - and - Ready, and 
other Tales z v. — Captain Jim's Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty x v. 

— Crcssy x v. — Tlie Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales i v. — A Waif of 
the Plains x v. — A Ward of the Golden 
Gate XV. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales x v. — A First Family of 
Tasajara i v. — Colonel Starbottle's Client, 
and some other People i v. — Susy z v. — 
Sally Dows, etc. z v. — A Protegee of 
Jack Hamlin's, etc. z v. — The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel's, etc. z v. — Clarence 
z V. — In a Hollow of the Hills, and The 
Devotion of Enriquez i v. — The Ancestors 
of Peter Atherly, etc. z v. — Three Partners 
IV. — Tales of Trail and Town x v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow i v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin'sMediation,andotherStories 
XV. — From Sand-Hill to Pine x v. — 
Under the Redwoods x v. — On the Old 
Trail x v. — Trent's Trust i v. 

Havelock, Sir Henry: videlS^cv, 

W. Brock. 
Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 

t 1864. 

The Scarlet Letter x v. — Transforma- 
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages 
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne 2 v. 

Heam, Lafcadio, f 1906. 
Kokoro IV. — Kwaidan x v. — Glimpses 
of Unfamiliar Japan x v. 

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex-* 

ander. 
" Heir of Redclyffe, the," Author 

of: vide Charlotte M. Yonge. 
Helps, Sir Arthur, f 1875. 

Friends in Council 2 v. — Ivan de Biron 
2 v. 

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, f 1835. 
Select Poetical Works i v. 

Hewlett, Maurice. 
The Forest Lovers x v. — Little Novels 
of Italy IV. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can- 
terbury Tales XV. — The Queen's Quair; 
or, The Six Years' Tragedy 2 v. — Fond 
Adventures x v. — The Fool Errant 2 v. 

— The Stooping Lady z v. 

Hichens, Robert 
Flames 2 v. — The Slave 2 v. — Felix 2 v. 

— The Woman with the Fan 2 v. — The 

y 
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Garden of Allah 2 v. — The Black Spaniel, 
and Other Stories i v. — The Call of the 
Blood a ▼. 

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, 1 1886. 
Sketches from my Life x v. 

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. 

Craigie), j" 1906. 
The Gods, Soipe Mortals and Lord 
VVickenham i v. — The Serious Wooing 
XV. — The Dream and the Business 2 v. 

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel. 
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 
2 V. 

Holdsworth, Annie £. 

The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
IV. — The Gods Arrive i v. — The Val- 
ley of the Great Shadow x v. — Great Low- 
lands XV. — A Garden of Spinsters i v. 

Holme Lee : vide Harriet Parr. 
Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 
t 1894- 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
XV. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table X V. — The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table XV. — Over the Teacups x v. 

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins). 
Mr. Witt's Widow x ▼. — A Change 
of Air IV. — Half a Hero i v. — The In- 
discretion of the Duchess x v. — The God 
in the Car x v. — The Chronicles of Count 
Antonio i v. — Comedies of Courtship 
IV. — The Heart of Princess Osra i v. — 
Phroso 2 V. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau x v. — The King's Mirror 
2 v. — Quisant^ i v. — Tristram of Blent 2 v. 

— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 v. — Double 
Harness 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 v. 

— Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. — Tales of Two 
People 2 v. 

liopkins, Tighe. 
An Idler in Old France x v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask i v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris x v. — The Silent Gate i v. 

" Horace Templeton,* Author of. 
Diary and Notes x v. 

Hornung, Ernest William. 
A Bride from the Bush i v. — Under 
Two Skies i v. — Tiny Luttrell i v. — 
The Boss of Taroomba i v. — My Lord 
Duke IV. — Young Blood x v. — Some 
Persons Unknown 1 v. — The Amateur 
Cracksman i v. — The Rogue's March i v. 

— The Belle of Toorak i v. — Peccavi i v. 

— The Black Mask i v. — The Shadow of 



the Rope i v. — No Hero i v. — Denis 
Dent XV. — Irralie's Bushranger and The 
Unbidden Guest i v. — Stingaree i v. — 
A Thief in the Night x v. 

"Household Words." 

Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56. 
36 V. — Novels and Talks reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 

X856-59. IX V. 

Houstoun, Mrs.: z'lV^" Recom- 
mended to Mercy." 

"How to be Happy though 

Married," Author of. 
How to be Happy though Married x v. 

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 

One Summer i v. — Aunt Serena i v. — 
Guenn 2 v. — Tony, the Maid, etc. i v.— 
The Open Door 2 v. 

Howard, BlancheWillis, f 1 899, 
& William Sharp, f 1905. 
A Fellowe and His Wife i v. 

Howells, William Dean (Am.). 

A Foregone Conclusion x ▼. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook i v. — A Modem 
Instance 2 v. — The Undiscovered Country 
IV. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) i v. 

— Italian Journeys i ▼. — A Chance Ac- 
quaintance IV. — Their Wedding Journey 
IV. — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli's Marriage i v. — A Woman's 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen's Practice i v. — 
The Rise of Silas Laphani 2 v. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers i r. — Miss Bellard's In- 
spiration I v. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School-Days i v. 

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), 

t 1897. 
Molly Bawn 2 v. -<- Mrs. Geoffrey 3 v. 

— Faith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. — 
Loys , Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
IV. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales IV. — Phyllis 2 v. — Rossmoyne 
2 V. — Doris 2 V. — A Maiden all Forlorn, 
etc. IV. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories i v. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 v. — A Mental Struggle a v. — 
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly 
Barrington i v. — Lady Branksmere 2 v. 
^— Lady Valworth's Diamonds i v. — A 
Modern Circe 2 v, — Marvel a v, — The 
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Hon. Mrs. Vereker i ▼. — Under-Cur- 
rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. i v. — A 
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories i v. — 
A Life's Remorse 2 v. — A Bom Coquette 
2V. — The Duchess i v. — Lady Verncr's 
Flight XV. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and " When in Doubt " i v. — Nora 
Creina 2 ▼. -^ A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories x v. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery i v. r- An Unsatis- 
factory Lover x v. — Peter's Wife 2 ▼. — 
The Three Graces 1 v. — A Tug of War 
IV. — The Professor's Experiment 2 v. — 
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Girl XV. — I^vice i v. — The Coming of 
Chloe 1 V. 

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Averil Beau- 
mont 

Hunt, Violet 
The Human Interest i v. — White Rose 
of Weary Leaf 2 v. 

Hutten, Baronesa von (Am.). 

The Halo x v. 

Ingelow, Jean, f 1897. 

Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2 v. — 
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de 
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v. 

Inglis, the Hon. Lady. 
The Siege of Lucknow x v. 

Ingram, John H. : vide £. A. 

Poe. 
Iota: vide Mrs. Mannington 

Caffyn. 

Irving, Washington (Am.), 

t ^^59. 
The Sketch Book (with Portrait) x v. — 
The Life of Mahomet x v. — Lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet x v. — Oliver Gold- 
smith XV. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost 
IV. — Life of George Washington 5 v, 

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 

(Am.), t 1885. 
Ramona 2 v. 

Jacobs, W. W. 

Many Cargoes x v. — The Skipper's 
Wooing, and The Brown Man's Servant 
XV. — Sea Urchins i v. — A Master of 
.Craft IV. — Light Freights i v. — At Sun- 
wich Port XV. — The Lady of the Barge i v. 

— Odd Craft XV. — Dialstone Lane x v. 

— Captains All x v. — Short Cruises x v. 

James, Charles T. C 
Holy Wedlock i v. 



James, G. P. R., f i860. 

Morley Emstein (with Portrait) x v. — 
Forest Dajrs x v. — The False Heir x v. — 
Arabella Stuart x v. — Rose d'Albret 
X V. — Arrah Neil x v. — Agincourt i v. — 
The Smuggler x v. — The Step-Mother 
2 V. — Beauchamp i v. — Heidelberg 
XV. — The Gipsy x v. — The Castle of 
Ehrenstein x v. — Darnley x v. — Russell 
2 V. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v. 

James, Henry (Am.). 

The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
IV. — Daisy Miller ; An International 
Episode ; Four Meetings x v. — Roderick 
Hudson 2 V. — The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. x v. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. XV. — Confidence x v. — Washing- 
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 V. — Foreign Parts x v. — French 
Poets and Novelists x v. — The Siege of 
London ; The Point of View ; A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim IV. — Portraits of Places 
IV. — A Little Tour in France x v. 

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy. 

A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The 
Real Lord Byron 3 v. 

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, f 1885. 
"Who Breaks— Pays" x v. — Skir- 
mishing IV. — Once and Again 2 v. — 
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an 
Ace XV. — Jupiter's Daughters x v. 

Jenkins, Edward. 

Ginx's Baby, his Birth and other Mis- 
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v. 

«* Jennie of *The Prince's,'" 
Author of: vide B. H. Buxton. 

Jerome, K. Jerome. 
The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
XV. — Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essays i v. — Novel Notes i v. — Sketches 
in Lavender, Blue and Green i v. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
XV. — Three Men on the Bummel i v. — 
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk i v. 
— Tommy and Co. i v. — Idle Ideas in 1905 
I V. — The Passing of the Third Floor Back 

1 V. 

Jerrold, Douglas, f 1857. 

History of St. Giles and SL James 

2 V. — Men of Character 2 v. 

"John Halifax, Gentleman," 
Author of: vide Mrs. Craik. 
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Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. 
Henry Wood. 

Johnson, Samuel, j- 1784. 
Lives of the English Poets % v. 

Jolly, Emily. 
Colonel Dacre 2 v. 

"Joshua Davidson,** Author of: 
vide Mrs. E. Lynn Linton. 

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, \\^^^, 

Nathalie a v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. — 
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray x v. — 
Adele 3 ▼. — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilies 2 v. — Seven Years, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters x v. — English Women of Letters 
IV. — Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — 
Sybil's Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. — 
Silvia 2 v. — Bessie 2 v. — John Dorrien 
3 V. — Two Lilies 2 ▼. — Forget-me-nots 
2 V. — Vide also Series for the Young, 
p. 29. 

Keary, Annie, \ 1879. 

Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2 v. 

Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide Es- 
terre. 

Kempis, Thomas a. 
The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. x v. 

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), f 
Saint Leger x v. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad i y. — Undercurrents i v. — 
Was he Successful? x v. — To-Day in New 
York XV. 

Kinglake, Alexander William, 

t 1891. 
Eothen 1 v. ^ — The Invasion of the 
Crimea 14 v. 

Kingsley, Charles, f 1875. 
Yeast X v, — Westward ho! a v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. -7- Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
Locke XV. — Hereward the Wake 2 v. — 
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories 
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v. 

Kingsley, Henry, f 1876. 
Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot i v. — 
GeoiFry Hamlyn 2 v. -^ The Hillyars and 
the Burtons 2. v. -.- Leighton Court x v. ■— 
Valentin x v. — Oakshott Castle x v. — 
Reginald lletlicrege 2 v, — The Grange 
Garden z \\ 



Kinross, Albert 
An Opera and Lady Grasmere x v. 

Kipling, Rudyard. 

Plain Tales from the Hills x ▼. — The 
Second Jungle Book x v. — The Seven 
Seas XV. — "Captains Courageous" 
XV. — The Day's Work x v. -^ A Fleet- 
in Being x v. — Stalky & Co. i v.- — From 
Sea to Sea 2 v. —The City of Dreadful 
Night XV. — Kim i v. — Just So Stories x v. 
— The Five Nations i ▼. — Traffics and 
Discoveries x v. — Puck of Pook's Hill x v« 

Laffan, May. 

Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor,, 
etc. X V. 

Lamb, Charles, j- 1834. 
The Essays of Elia and Eliana x v. 

Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider 
Haggard. 

Langdon, Mary (Am.). 
Ida May i v. 

**Last of the Cavaliers, the," 
Author of (Miss Piddington). 
The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. ' — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 V. 

•Zsaszowska, M™^ de: vide £• 
Gerard. 

Laurence, George Alfred, 
Author of: vide ** Guy Living- 
stone." 

Lawless, the Hon. Emily. 

Hurrish x v. 

** Leaves from the Journal of 
our Life in the Highlands:" 
vide Victoria R. I. 

Lee, Holme, j- 1 900 : vide Harriet 
Parr. 

Lee, Vernon. 
Pope Tacynth, etc. x v. — Genius Loci, and 
The Enchanted Woods i v. — Hortus 
Vitae, and Limbo x v. 

Le Fanu, J. S., \ 1873. 

Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 ▼, . 

Lemon, Mark, f 1870. 
Wait. for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last 
2 V. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Le3rton Hall, 
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters 
8V* 
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"Letters of Her Mother to 
Elizabeth, the/' Author of: 
vide W. R H. Trowbridge. 

Lever, Charles, | 1872. 

The O'Donogfhue it.— The Knight of 
G Wynne 3 V. — Arthur O'Leary a v. — 
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O'Mal- 
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of '* Ours'* 3 V. — 
Jack Hinton 2 ▼. — The Daltons 4 v. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The 
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 v. — The For- 
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 
3 ▼. — Davenport Dunn 3 V. — Confessions 
of Con Cretan s v. — One of Them a v. •— 
Maurice Tiemay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 V. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day's Ride 
2 V. — Lttttrell of Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler 
2 V. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 ▼. — A 
Rent in a Cloud i v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cott's X V. — St. Patrick's Eve; Paul 
Gosslett's Confessions z v. — Lord Kil* 
gobbin 2 V. 

Levett-Yeats, S. 
The Honour of Savelli z ▼. — The 
Chevalier d'Auriac z v. — The Ttaitor's 
Way XV. — The Lord Protector i v. — 
Orrain x v. 

Lewes, G. H., f i8;8. 

Ranthorpe x v. — The Physiology 01 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting z v* 

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, f 1898. 
The true History of Joshua Davidson 
XV. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Lord? a V. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories z v. — Todhunters' at Loan- 
in' Head, and other Stories x v. — " My 
Love! " 2 V. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays z v. — lone 2 v. 

Lockhart, Laurence W. M., 

I 1882. 
Mine is Thine 2 v. 

Loftus, Lord Augustus. 

Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 - 1862 
(with Portrait) 2 v. 

Longard, M"*® de: vide D. 
Gerard. 

Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), f 1882. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 3 V.— 



The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
3 V. — The New-England Tragedies x v. 

— The Divine Tragedy x v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Three Books of Song x ▼. — 
The Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 
x V. 

Lonsdale, Margaret 

Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister 
Dora) X v. 

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.). 
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son z V. — Old (jrorgon Graham z v. 

"Lost Battle, a,*' Author of. 
A Lo9t Battle 2 v. 

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave- 

bury). 
The Pleasures of Life x v. — The Beau- 
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) z v. — 
The Use of Life z v. — Scenery of Switzer- 
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and 
Addresses Z900-X903 z'v. 

''Lutfullah**: vide Eastwick. 
Lyall, Edna, f 1903. 

We Two 2 V. — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant 
2 V. — Won by Waiting 2v. — Wayfaring 
Men 2 V. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderers z v. 

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer. 

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen 
Meredith), f 1891. 
Poems 2 ▼. — Fables in Song 2 v. 

Maartens, Maarten. 
The Sin of Toost Avelingh x v. — An 
Old Maid's Love 2 v. — God's Fool 2 v. 

— The Greater Glonr 2 v. .— My I^ady 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory i v. — Some 
Women I have known z v. — My Poor 
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The 
Healers 2 v. — The Woman's Victory, and 
Other Stories 2 v. — The New Religion 2 v. 

M^^Aulay, Allan: vide Kate 
Douglas Wiggin. 

Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 
Babington, t 1859. 
History of England (with Portrait) zo v. 

— Critical and Historical Essays s ▼• — 
Lays of Ancient Rome z v. — Speeches 
2 V. — Biographical Essays z v. — Wil- 
liam Pitt, Atterbury z v. — (See also 
Trevelyan). 
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M o Carthy, Justin. 

The Waterdala Nei||:hbours 2 v. ~ 
Dear Lady Disdain av. -^ Miss Misan- 
thrope 2 V. — A History of our Own Times 

5 V. — Dohna Quixote 2 v. — A Short 
History of our Own Times 2 v. — A 
History of the Four Georges. Vols, x & 
2. — - A History of our Own Times. Vols. 

6 & "7 (supplemental) . — A History of the 
Four Georges and of William IV. Vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). — A Short History 
of onr Own Times. Vol. 3 (supplemental). 

Mac Donald, George, f 1905. 

Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 ▼. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Flginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar's Daughter 
2 V. — Malcolm 2 ▼. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie 2 V. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — Mary 
Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales i v. — The Prin- 
cess and Curdie x t. 

Mackamess, Mrs., f 1881. 

Sunbeam Stories i v. — A Peerless 
Wife 2 ▼. — A Mingled Yam 2 v. 

Mackay, Eric, f 1S98. 

Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems X V. 

Mc Knight, Charles (Am.). 
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v. 

Maclaren, Ian, j- 1907. 

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush x v. — 
The Dajrs of Auld Langsyne x v. — His 
Majesty Baby x v. 

Macleod, Fiona, f 1905. 

Wind and Wave x v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales x v. 

Macleod, Norman, -j- 1872. 
The Old Lieutenant and his Son x v. 

Macpherson, James, f 1796: 
vide Ossian. 

Macquoid, Mrs. 

Patty 2 ▼. — Miriam's Marriage a v. — 
Pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too 
Soon XV. — My Story 2 v. — Diane 2 v. 

— Beside the River a v. — A Faithful 
Lover 2 v. 

** Mademois^le Mori," Author 

of (Miss Roberts). 
Mademoiselle Mori . 2 v. — Denise x ▼. 

— Madame Fontenoy i v. — On the 



Edge of the Storm i v. — The Atelier da 
Lys 2 V. — In the Olden Time 2 v. 

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope. 

Maine, £. S. 
Scarscliff Rocks 2 v. 

Malet, Sir Edward, G.C.B., 

G.C.M.G. 
Shifting Scenes x v. 

Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Maiy St. 
Leger Harrison). 
Colonel Enderby's Wife 2 v. — The 
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 v. — The 
Far Horizon 2 v. 

Malmesbury, the Earl of, G.C.B. 

Memoirs of an £x-Minister 3 v. 

Mann, Mary £. 
A Winter's Tale x ▼. — The Cedar 
Star X V. 

Mansfield, Robert Blachford. 

The Log of the Water Lily i v, 
Mark Twain: vide Twain. 

"Marmome,** Author of: vide 

P. G. Hamerton. 
Marryat, CapL, f 1848. 

Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) x v. — 
Percival Keene x v. — Peter Simple x v. — 
Taphet in Search of a Father x v. — 
Monsieur Violet x v. — The Settlers in 
Canada x v. — The Mission x v. — The 
Privateer's-Man i v. — The Children of 
the New- Forest i v. — Valerie x v. — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy x v. — The King's 
Own I v. 

Marryat, Florence, f 1899. 

Love's Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 ▼. — The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. — 
Vironique 2 v. — Petronel « v. — Her 
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the 
Gods XV. — Life and Letters of Captain 
Marryat x v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air 
2 V. — A Star and a Heait ; An Utter Im- 
possibility XV. — The Poison of Asps, 
and other Stories x v. — A Lucky Disap- 
pointment, and other Stories x v. — " My 
own Child " 2 v. — Her Father's Name 
2 V. — A Harvest of Wild Oats « v. — 
A Little Stepson x v. — Written in Fire 
2 V. — Her World against a Lie 2 v. — 
A Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Root of 
all Evil 2 V. — The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. — 
With Cupid's Eyes 2 v. — My Sister the 
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Actress a v. — PhylUda 2 v. — How they 
loved Him a v. — Facing the Footlights 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — A Moment of Mad- 
ness, and other Stories i v. — The Ghost 
of Charlotte Crav, and other Stories 
XV. — Peeress ana Flayer a v. — Under 
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. -r- The Heart 
of Jane Warner a v. — The Heir Pre- 
sumptive a V. — The Master Passion 2 v. 

— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay 
a V. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v. — 
Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir- 
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold a v. — A 
Scarlet Sin x v. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. 

— The Spirit World x v. — The Beautiful 
Soul X V. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. — 
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbs XV. — The Dream that Stayed 
2 V. — A Passing Madness x v. — The 
Blood of the Vampire x v. — A Soul on 
Fire i v. — Iris the Avenger i v. 

Marsh, Mrs. Anne (Caldwell), 

t 1874. 
Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham 
2 ▼. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn 
Marston a v. — The Rose of Ashurst a v. 

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, | 1899. 

Mrs. Mainwaring's Journal x v. — 
Benvenuta x v. — Ladv Alice x v. — 
Dayspring i v. — Life's Aftermath i v. — 
In the East Country i v. — No. XIII; or, 
The Story of the Lost Vestal x v. — In 
Four Reigns i v. — On the Banks of the 
Ouse XV. — In the City of Flowers x v. — 
Alma IV. — Under Salisbury Spire i v. 

— The End Crowns All x v. — Winchester 
Meads x v. — Eventide Light 1 v. — 
Winiffede's Journal x v. — Bristol Bells 
XV. — In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell IV. — A Lily among Thorns x v. 

— Penshurst Castle x v. — Kensington 
Palace x v. -^ The White King's Daughter 
XV. — The Master of the Mnsidans x v. 

— An Escape from the Tow^r x v. — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace x v. — Castle 
Meadow x v. — In the Choir of West- 
minster Abbey i v. — The Young Queen 
of Hearts x v. — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul's z V. — The Parson's Daughter 

X V. 

Mason, A. £. VST. 
The Four Feathers a v. — Miranda of 
the Balcony x v. — The Courtship of Mor- 
rice Buckler a v. — The Truants a v. — 
The Watchers x v. — Running Water x v. 

— The Broken Road x v. 



Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry 

Reeves). 
"Cherry Ripe!" 2 v. — ««Land o' the 
Leal " XV. — My Ladv Green Sleeves a v. 
— As he comes up the Stahr, etc. x v. — 
Sam's Sweetheart a v. — Eyre's Acquittal 
a V. — Found Out i v. — Murder or Man- 
slaughter? XV. — The Fashion of this 
Worid (80 Pf.)— Blind Justice, and "Who, 
being dead, vet Speaketh " x v. — What 
the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
XV. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. — Becky 2 v. — 
Cinders x v. — ** Honey " x v. — Griff of 
Griffithscourt x v. — The New Lady Teazle, 
and Other Stories and Essays i v. — The 
Ferryman x v. — Tally Ho lav. — Pigskin 
and Petticoat 2 v. 

Maurice, Colonel. 
The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe x v. 

Maurier, George du, f 1896. 

Trilby 2 V. — The Martian 2 v. 

Maxwell, Mrs.: v. MissBraddon. 
Maxwell, VST. B. 

The Ragged Messenger 2 v. — TheGmarded 
Flame 2 v. 

"Mehalah," Author of: vide 
Baring-Gould. 

Melville, George J. Whyte, 

t 1878. 

Kate Coventry i v. — Holmby House 
2 V. — Dlgby Grand i v. — Good for No- 
thing 2 V. — Tlie Queen's Maries 2 v. — 
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The 
Interpreter 2 v. — Tlie White Rose 2 v. — 
M, or N. X V. — Contraband i v. — 
Sarchedon 2 v. — Unclejohn 2 v. — 
Katerfelto x v. — Sister Louise x v. — 
Rosine x v. — Roys' Wife 2 v. — Black 
but Comely 2 v. — Riding Recollections x v. 

Memorial Volumes: vide Five 
Centuries (vol. 500) ; The New 
Testament (vol. 1000); Henry 
Morley (vol. 2000). 

Meredith, George. 
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. — 
Beauchamp's Career 2 v. — The Tragic 
Comedians x v. — Lord Ormont and his 
Aminta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage 2 v. 

Meredith, Owen: vide Robert 
Lord Lytton. 
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Merrick, Leonard. 

The Man who was good i v. — This 
Stage of Fools x v. — Cynthia x v. — One 
Man's View x v. — The Actor-Manager 
XV. — The Worldlings x ▼. — When Love 
flies out o' the Window x v. — Conrad in 

guest of His Youth x^ v. — The Quaint 
ompanions x v.— Whispers about Women 
XV. — The House of Lynch x v. 

Merriman, Henry Seton, j- 1903. 

Young Mistley x v. — Prisoners and 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another i v. — With Edged Tools 2 v. — 
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam x v. — In 
Kedar's Tents i v. — Roden's Corner 
XV. — The Isle of Unrest i v. — The Velvet 
Glove X V. — The Vultures x v. — Barlasch 
of the Guard x v. — Tomaso's Fortune, and 
Other Stories it. — The Last Hope 2 v. 

Merriman,H. S., & S. G. Tallen- 

t3rre. 
The Money-Spinner, etc. x v. 

Milne, James. 
The Epistles of Atkins x v. 

Milton, John, j- 1674. 
Poetical Works x v. 

"MoUy, Miss," Author of. 
Geraldine Hawthorne x v. 

"Molly Bawn," Author of; vide 
Mrs. Hungerford. 

Montgomery, Florence. 

Misunderstood x v. — Thrown To- 
gether 2 v. — Thwarted x v. — Wild Mike 
XV. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil 
XV. — Transformed x v. — The Fisher- 
man's Daughter, etc. x v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. -r- Prejudged i v. — An Un- 
shared Secret, and Other Tales z v. 

Moore, Frank Frankfort 
«*I Forbid the Banns" 2 v. — A Gray 
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 
2 V. — They Call it Love 2 V.. — The 
Jessamy Bride x v. ■— The Millionaires x v. 

— Nell Gwyn — Comedian i v. — A Damsel 
or Two XV. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship- 
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
Woman x ▼. — The White Causeway i v. 

— The Artful Miss Dill x v. — The Mar- 
riage Lease x v. 

Moore, George. 
Celibates x v. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — 
Sister Teresa 2 v. — TheUntilled Field i v. 



— Confeauons of a Young Man x v. — The 
Lake i v. — Memoirs of my Dead Life x v. 

Moore, Thomas, \ 1852. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Morgan, Lady, j- 1859. 
Memoirs 3 v. 

Morley, Henry, \ 1894. 

Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa- 
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition 
(v. 2000, published x88x) x v. 

Morris, William. 
A Selection from his Poems. Edited 
with a Memoir by F. Hueifer i v. 

Morrison, Arthur. 
Tales of Mean Streets x v. — A Child 
of the Jago x v. — To London Town x v. 

— Cunning Murrell x v. — The Hole in the 
Wall X v. —The Green Eye of Goona x v. 

— Divers Vanities x v. 

Muirhead, James Fullarton. 
The Land of Contrasts x v. 

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik. 

Murray, David Christie. 
Rainbow Gold 2 v. 

Murray, Grenville : v. Grenville. 

"My Little Lady," Author of: 
vide £. Frances Poynter. 

New Testament, the. 
The Authorised English Version, with 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of 
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen- 
dorf (vol. xooo, published 1869) x v. 

Newby, Mrs. C J. 

Common Sense 2 v. 

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), -j- 1890. 
Callista i v. 

Nicholls, Mrs. : vide Currer Bell. 

«Nina Balatka," Author of: 
vide Anthony TroUope. 

«*No Church," Author of (F. 
Robinson). 
No Church 2 v. — Owen ; — a Waif 2 v. 

Noel, Lady Augusta. 
From Generation to Generation x v. — 
Hithersea Mere 2 v. 
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Nonis, Frank (Am.), f 1902. 
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v. 

Norris, VV. E. 
My Friend Jim i v. — A Bachelor's 
Blunder 2 v. — Major and Minor 2 v. — 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. 
Fenton 1 v. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann's XV. — A Victim of Good Luck 
XV. — The Dancer in Yellow x v. — 
Qariissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta's Mar- 
riage 2 V. — The Fight for the Crown 
XV. — The Widower i v. — Giles Ingilby xv. 

— The Flower of the Flock x v. — His 
Own Father x v. — The Credit of the County 
IV. — Lord Leonard the Luckless z ▼. — 
Nature's Comedian x v. — Nigel'sVocation 
IT. — Barbam of Beltana i v. — Harry and 
Ursula IV. — The Square Peg 1 v. 

Norton, Hon. Mrs., f 1877. 

Stuart of Dunleatb 2 v. — Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v. 

*< Not Easily Jealous," Author of 

(Miss Iza Hardy). 
Not Easily Jealous 2 v. 

"Novels and Tales": vide 

• "Household Words." 

O'Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal 

Godfrey). 
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore x v. 

— The Matrimonial Lottery i v. 

Oldmeadow, Ernest 

Susan X v. 

Oliphant, Laurence, f 1888. 
Altiora Peto 2 v. — Masollam 2 v. 

Oliphant, Mrs., j- 1897. 
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland x v. — Agnes 2 v. — 
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister's 
Wife 2 V. — The Rector and the Doctor's 
Family x v. — Salem Chapel 2 ▼. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori- 
banks 2 v. — Orabra 2 v. — Memoir of 
Count de Mental embert 2 v. — May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love and Life 2 v. — 
A Rose in June x v. — The. Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White- 
ladies 2 V. -^ The Curate in Charge x v. — 
Phoebe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthur 2 v. — 
Cariti 2 V. — Young Musgrave s v. — 
The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Precincts 3 V. — The Greatest Heiress in 
England 2 v. — He that will not when he 
may 2 v. -r-. Harry Joscelyn 2 v, — In 
Trust 2 V. — It was a Lover and his Lass 



3 V. — The Ladies Lindores 3 V. — Hester 
3 V. — The Wizard's Son 3 V. — A 
Country Gentleman and his Family 2 v. — 
Neighbours ontheGreen x v. — TheDuke's 
Daughter x v. — The Fugitives i v. — 
Kirsteen 2 v. — Life of Laurence Oliphant 
and of Alice Oliphant, his Wife 2 v. — The 
Little Pilgrim in the Unseen x v. — The 
Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent 

2 v. — The Sorceress 2 v. — Sir Robert's 
Fortune 2 v. — The Ways of Life i v. — 
Old Mr. Tredgold 2 v. 

"One who has kept a Diary": 

vide George W. E. Russell. 

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.). 
Baby Bullet x v. — Wild Justice i v, — The 
Motormaniacs x v. 

Ossian. 

The Poems of Ossian. Translated by 
James Macpherson x v. 

Ouida, f 1908. , 

Idalia 2 v. — Tricotrin 2V. — Puck 2 v. — 
Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 2 v, — Under 
two Flags 2 V, — FoUe-Farine 2 v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm ; A Dog of Flanders ; 
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose 
XV. — Cedl Castlemaine's Gage, and other 
Novelettes i v. — Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes x v. — Pascarel 2 v. 
— Held in Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes i ▼. — Signa (with Portrait) 

3 V. — In aWinterCity xv. — Ariadn62v. — 
Friendship 2 v. — Moths 3 v. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories i v. — A Village Com- 
mune 2 V. — In Maremma 3 V. — Bimbi 
IV. — Wanda 3 v. — Frescoes and other 
Stories XV. — Princess Napraxine 3 V. — 
Othmar 3 V. — A Rainyjune (6oPf.). Don 
Gesualdo (60 Pf.) . — A House Party i v. — 
Guilderoy 2 v. — Syrlin 3 V. — Ruifino, and 
other Stories x v. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
XV. — Two Offenders x v. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. x v. — Toxin, and other Papers 
X V. — Le Selve, and Tonia x v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays x v. — La Strega, and other 
Stories X V. — The Waters of Edera i v. 
•— Street Dust, and Other Stories x v. — 
Critical Studies x v. 

"Outcasts, the," Author of: vide 
"Roy Tellet" 

Parker, Sir Gilbert 

The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan 
Pasha, and Some People of Egypt x v. — 
The Seats of tho l^ighty 2 v.— The Weavers 

2 v. ' ' . * 
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Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), 
f 1900. 
Basil Godfrey's Caprice 2 v. — For 
Richer, for Poorer a v. — The Beautiful 
Miss Barrington 2 v. — Her Title of 
Honour z v. — Echoes of a Famous 
Year i v. — Katherine's Trial i v. — The 
Vicissitudes of Bessie Fairfax a v. — Ben 
Milner's Wooing z v. — Straightforward 
2 V. — Mrs. Denys of Cote 2 v. — A Poor 
Squire z v. 

Parr, Mrs. 

Dorothy Fox 1 v. — The Prescotts of 
Famphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc. 
z V. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 v. 

Paston, George. 

A Study in Prejudices z v. — A Fair 
Deceiver z v. 

Pasture, Mrs. Henry de la. 
The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square z v. 

Paul, Mrs. : z/2^ Author of *' Still 
Waters." 

"Paul FerroU," Author of (Mrs. 

Caroline Clive), j- 1873. 
Paul FerroU z v. — Year after Year z v. 
— Why Paul FerroU kiUed his Wife z v. 

Payn, James, f 1898. 

Found Dead z v. — Gwendoline's Har- 
vest z V. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. — 
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil's Tryst 
z V. ■- A Woman's Vengeance 2 v. — 
Murphy's Master z v. — In the Heart of 
a Hill, and other Stories z v. — At Her 
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v. — 
Walter's Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. — 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her 
2v. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than 
we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 
2 V. — High Spirits z v. — High Spirits 
(Second Series) z v. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 v. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views 
z V. — For Cash Only 2 v. — Kit : A Me- 
niory 2 v. — The Canon's Ward (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re- 
collections z v. — The Talk of the Town 
z v. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. — 
The Heir of the Ages 2 v. — Holiday Tasks 
z v. — Glow -Worm Tales (First Series) 
z V. — Glow- Worm Tales (Second Series) 
z v. — A Prince of the Blood 2 ▼. — The 
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt 
MiUion 2 V. — The Word and the Will 
2 V. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Pnes z V. — A Modern Dick Wbitting- 



ton. ay. — A Stumble on the Threshold 
a V. — A Trying Patient z v. — Gleams 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper z v, — 
In Market Overt z v. — The Disappear- 
ance of George DrifFell, and other Tales 
z V. — Another's Burden etc. z v. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran z v. 

Peard, Frances Mary. 
One Year 2 v. — The Rose-Garden z v. — 
Unawares z v. — Thorpe Regis z v, — A 
Winter Story z v. — A Madrigal, and 
other Stories z v. — Cartouche z v. — 
Mother Molly z v. — Schloss and Town 
2 V. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh- 
bours z V. — Alicia Tennant z v. — Ma- 
dame's Granddaughter z v. — Donna 
Teresa z v. — Number One and Number 
Two z V. — The Ring from Jaipur z v. 

Pemberton, Max. 

The Impregnable City z v. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt z v. — The Phantom Army 
z v. — The Garden of Swords z v. — The 
Footsteps of a Throne z v. — Pro Patria z v. 

— The Giant's Gate 2 v. — I crown thee 
King z V. — The House under the Sea z v. 

— The Gold Wolf z v. — Doctor Xavier z v. 

— Red Mom z v. — Beatrice ofVenice 2 v. 

— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword 
for Lafayette z v. — The Lady Evelyn z v. 

— The Diamond Ship z v. — The Lodestar 
z V. — Wheels of Anarchy z v. 

Percy, Bishop Thomas, -j- 181 1. 
Reliques of Ancient English Poetiy 3 v. 

PhUips, F. C 
As in a Looking Glass z v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter z v. — Lucy Smith z v. ^ 
A Lucky Young Woman z v. — Jack and 
Three Jills z v. — Little Mrs. Murray z v. — 
Young Mr. Ainslie's Courtship zv. — Social 
Vicissitudes z v. — ■ Extenuating Circam- 
stances, and A French Marriage z y. — 
More Social Vicissitudes zv. — Constance 
2 V. — That Wicked Mad'moiselle, etc. 
z v. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. z v. — 
Black and White z v. — "One Never 
Knows" 2 V. — Of Course z v. — Miss 
Ormerod's Protege z v. — My little Hus- 
band z V. — Mrs. Bouverie z v. — A 
Question of Colour, and otherStories z v. — 
A Devil in Nun's Veiling z v. — A FuU 
Confession, and other Stories z ▼. — The 
Luckiest of Three z v. — Poor Little Bella 
z V. — Eliza Clarke, Grovemess, and Other 
Stories z v. — Marriage, etc. z v. — Scliool- 
gitls of To-day, etc, z v. — If Only, etc. z v. 

— An Unfortunate Blend i v. -^ A Bar- 
rister's Courtship z v* 
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Philips, F. C & Percy Pendall. 

A Daughter's Sacrifice i v. — Margaret 
Byng X V. 

PhiUps, F. a & C. J. Wills. 
The Fatal Phrynexv. — The Scudamores 
XV. — A Maiden Fair to See i v. — Sybil 
Ross's Marriage i v. 

Phillpotts, Bden. 
Lying Prophets 2 ▼. — The Hcimaii Boy 
XV. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good Red Earth x v. — The Striking Hours 
IV. — The Farm of the Dagger x v. — 
The Golden Fetich i v. — The Whirlwrad 
2 V. — The Human Boy Agaii^ x v. 

Phillpotts, £. & Arnold Bennett. 
The Sinews of War x v. 

Piddington, Miss: videXviihorol 

^'The Last of the Cavaliers." 

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), 1 1849. 
Poems and Essays, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram x v. — Tales, 
edited by John H. Ingram x v. 

Pope, Alexander, -j- 1744. 
Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Poynter, Miss £. Frances. 

My Little Lady 2 v. — Ersilia a v. — 
Among the Hills i v. — Madame de 
Presnel x v. 

Praed, Mrs. Campbell. 

Zero XV. — Affinities x v. — The Head 
Station 2 v. 

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), f 1878. 

Stepping Heavenward z v. 

Prince Consort, the, f 1861. 

His Principal ^eecbes and Addresses 
(with Portrait) x v. 

Pryce« Richard. 

Miss Maxwell's Affections x ▼. — The 
Quiet Mrs. Fleming i ▼. — Time and the 
Woman x v. 

Pym, Hor. N. : v. Caroline Fox. 
Queen, H. M. the: vide Victoria 
R I. 

Quiller-Couch, A. T. ("Q"). 

Noughts and Crosses i v. — I Saw Three 
Ships XV. — Dead Man's Rock x v. — la 
and other Tales x v. — The Ship of Stars 
IV. — The Adventures of Harry Revel x v. 
— Fort Amity x v. — Shakespeare's Christ- 
mas, and Other Stories x v. — The Mayor 
of Troy i v. — Merry-Garden, and Other 
Stories x v. 



Rac, W. Fraser, j- 1905. 

Westward by Rail x v. — Miss Bayle's 
Romance a v. — The Business ofTravel 1 v. 

Raimond, C E. (Miss Robins). 
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 V. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The 
Convert 2 v. 

«* Rajah's Heir, the," Author of. 
The Rajah's Heir 2 v. 

Reade, Charles, f 1884. 

" It is never too late to mend " 2 v. — 
"Love me little, love me long" x v. — 
The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard 
Cash 3 V. — Put Yourself in his Place 2 v. — 
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof- 
fington XV. — Christie Johnstone i v. — 
A Simpleton 2 v. — The Wandering Heir 
IV. — A Woman-Hater 2 v. — Readiana 
IV. — Singleheart and Doubleiace x v. 

"Recommended to Mercy," 

Author of (Mrs. Houstoun). 
" Recommended to Mercy **-2 v. — Zoe's 
"Brand" 2 v. 

Reeves, Mrs.: z/. Helen Mathers. 

Rh3rs, Grace. 
Mary Dominic x v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila x v. 

Rice, James: z'. Walter Besant 
Richards, Alfred Bate, j- 1876. 

So very Human 3 v. 

Richardson, S., f 1761. 

Clarissa Harlowe 4 v. 

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. TrafTord). 
Geoi^e Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 v. — TTie Race for Wealth 
2 v. — Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl's 
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley's Estate 2 v. 

Ridge, W. Pett 
Name of Garland x v. 

"Rita." 
Souls XV. — The Jesters i v. — The Mas- 
queraders 2 v. — Queer Ladyjudas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming x v. — Tne Pointing 
Finger x v. — A Man of no Importance i v. 
— Tlie Millionaire Girl, and Other Stories 

I V. 

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: 
vide Miss Thackeray. 

Roberts, Miss: vide Author of 
"Mademoiselle Mori." 

Robertson, Rev. Frederick W., 

t 1853- 
Sermons 4 v. 
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Robins, Miss: vide Raimond. 

Robinson, F.: vide Author of 
•« No Church." 

Roosevelt, Theodore (Am.). 

Outdoor Pastimes of an American Hunter 
(with Portrait) x v. 

Ross, Charles H. 

The Pretty Widow i v. — A London 
Romance z v. 

Ross, Martin : vide Somerville. 
Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, f 1882. 

Poems IV. — Ballads and Sonnets x v. 

"Roy Tellet." 
The Outcasts x v. — A Draagrlit of 
Lethe x v. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v. 

Ruffini, J., + 188 1. 
Lavinia 2 ▼. — Doctor Antonio x v. — 
Lorenzo Benoni x v. — Vincenxo 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura x v. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris x v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories i v. 

Ruskin, John, f 1902. 

Sesame and Lilies x v. — The Stones of 
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v. «- Unto this 
Last and Munera Pulveris x v. — The Seven 
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra- 
tions) XV. — Mornings in Florence x v. 

Russell, W. Clark. 

A Sailor's Sweetheart 2 v, — The '* Lady 
Maud" 2 v. — A Sea Queen 2 v. 

Russell, George W. E. 
Collections and Recollections. Bv One 
who has kept a Diary 2 v. — A l^ondoner's 
Log-Book X V. 

Sala, George Augustus, f 1895. 

The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v. 

Saunders, John. 

Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship- 
owner's Daughter 2 v. — A Noble Wife 2 v. 

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. 

Cooper). 

Joan Merry weather , and other Tales 

IV. — Gideon's Rock, and other Tales 

XV. — The High Mills 2 v. — Sebastian x v. 

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 

t 1903. 
My Official Wife i v. — The Little Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince 
Schamyl's Wooing x'v. — The Masked 



Venns 2 v. — Delilah of Harlem 2v. —The 
Anarchist 2 v. — A Daughter of Judas 
XV. — In the Old Chateau x v. — Miss 
Dbvereux of the Mariquita 2 v. — Checked 
Through 2 v. —■ A Modem Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
Khaminavatka 2 v. — In the House of His 
Friends 2 v.— The Mysteiy of a Shipyard 2 v. 
' — A Monte Cristo in Khaki x v. 

Schreiner, Olive. 

Trooper Peter Halket of Mashona- 
land I V. 

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 

Waverley (with Portrait) x v. — The 
Antiquary x v. — Ivanhoe x v. — Kenil- 
worth XV. — QuentinDurwardx V. — Old 
Mortality x v. — Guy Mannering x v. — 
Rob Roy XV. — The Pirate x v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel x v. — The Black Dwarf ; 
A Legend of Montrose x v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoor x v. — Tlie Heart of Mid- 
Lothian 2 V. — The Monastery x v. — The 
Abbot X V. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. — 
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock i v. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth x v. — Anne of 
Greierstein x v. 

Seeley, Prof. J. R., M. A., 11895. 

Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 V. — The Expansion of Eng- 
land IV. — Goethe x v. 

Sewell, Elizabeth, f 1906. 

Amy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v^— 
The Experience of Life 2 v. \ 

Shakespeare, William, -j* 1616!^ 

Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second' 
Edition) 7 V. — Doubtful Plays i v. \ 

Shakespeare* s Flays may auo be had in • 
37nttmberSp at Ji 0,30. each number. '^ 

Sharp, William: vide Miss 
Howard and Swinburne. s^ 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, j- 1822. 

A Selection from his Poems x v* 

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), f 1 888. 
Shut up in Paris x v. 1( 

Sheridan, Richard Brinsley, 
t 1816. 
The Dramatic Works x v. 

Shorthouse, J. Henry. 
John Inglesant 2 v. — Blanche, Lady 
Falaise x v. 
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Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C, CB. 

Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with 
two Maps in Colours) 3 v. 

Sxnedley, F. £.: vide A.\xih.ox of 
«* Frank Fairlegh." 

Smollett, Tobias, f 1771. 

Roderick Random x v. — Humphry 
Clinker i ▼. — Peregrine Pickle 2 v. 

"Society in London," Author of. 
Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident x v. 

Somerville, £. CB., & Martin 

Ross. 

Naboth's Vineyard z v. — All on the 
Irish Shore x v. 

"Spanish Brothers, the," Author 

of 
The Spanish Brothers 2 ▼. 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t 1875- 
The History of England 7 v. — Reign 

of Queen Anne 2 v. 

^teel. Flora Annie. 
•The Hosts of the Lord 2 v. — In the 
Guardianship of God i v. 

Steevens, Q. W., f 1900. 
From Capetown to Ladysmith x v. 

Sterne, Laurence, f 1768. 
Tristram Shandy x v. — A Sentimental 
Journey (with Portrait) x v. 

Stevenson, Robert Louis, f 1 894. 
Treasure Island x v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage x v. — 
Kidnapped x v. — The Blade Arrow i v. — 
TheMaster of Ballantrae x v. — The Merry 
Men, etc. x v. — Across the Plains, etc. x v. 
— Island Nights' Entertainments i v. — 
Catriona 1 v. — Weir of Hermiston. x v. — 
St. Ives 2 V, — In the South Seas 2 v. — 
■Tales and Fantasies x v. 

"Still Waters," Author of (Mrs. 

Paul). 
Still Waters x v. — Dorothy i v. — De 
Cressy x v. — Uncle Ralph x v. — Maiden 
Sisters i v. — Martha Brown it. — Vanessa 

T V. 

Stirling, M.C: vide G. M. Craik. 

Stockton, Frank R. (Am.). 
The House of Martha x v« 



"Story of a Penitent Soul, the," 

Author of. 
The Story of a Penitent Soul i v. 

" Story of Elizabeth, the," Author 
of: vide Miss Thackeray. 

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher 

(Am.), t 1896. 
Uncle Tom's Cabin (with Portrait) 2 v. — 
A Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin 2 v. — Dred 
2 V. — The Minister's Wooing i v. — Old- 
town Folks 2 V. 

"Sunbeam StoAes," Author ol: 
vide Mrs. Mackarness. 

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), 

t 1745- 

Gulliver's Travels i v. 

Swinburne, Algernon Charles. 
Atalanta in Calydon : and Lyrical Poems 
(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
Sharp) IV. — Love's Cross-Currents x v. 
— Chastelard and Mary Stuart x v. 

Symonds, John Addington, 
t 1893. 

Sketches in Italy x v. — New Italian 
Sketches x v. 

Tallentyre, S. G. : v, H. S. Merri- 

man. 

Tasma. 
Uncle Piper of Piper's Hill 2 ▼. 

Tautphoeus, Baroness,-)- 1893. 
Cyrilla 2 V. — The Initials 2 v. — Quits 
2 v. — At Odds 2 V. 

Taylor, Col. Meadows, f 1876. 

Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 v. 

Templeton: vide Author of 
"Horace Templeton." 

Tenn3rson, Alfred (Lord), f 1 892. 

Poetical Worlw 8 v. — Queen Mary 
I V. — Harold x v. — Becket ; The Cup ; 
The Falcon x v. — Locksley Hall , sixty 
Years after ; The Promise of May ; Tiresias 
and other Poems x v. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v. 

Testament, the New: vide New. 

Thackeray, William Make- 
peace, f 1863. 
Vanity Fair 3 v. — Pendennis 3 ▼. — 
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2 v. -^ 
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The English Humourists of th« Eighteenth 
Centuiy x v. — The Newcomes 4 V. — The 
Virginians 4 V. — The Four Georges ; 
Level the Widower x v. — The Adventures 
of Philip a V. •— Denis Duval i v. — 
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — Catherine 
X v. —The Irish Sketch Book 2 v. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) a v. 

Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie). 
The Story of Elizabeth x v. — The Village 
on the Cliff x v. — Old Kensington ay. — 
Bluebeard's Keys, and other Stories z v. — 
Five Old Friends i v. — Miss Angel x v. — 
Out of the World, ^nd other Tales x v. — 
FuIhamLawn, and other Tales xv. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays x v. — 
Da Capo, and other Tales x v. — Madame 
de Sevigne; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson's Divagations x v. — > A Book 
of Sibyls XV. — Mrs. Dymond a v. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs x ▼. 

Thomas a Kempis: v, Kempis. 

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). 
Denis Donne 2 v. — On Guard 2 ▼. — 
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Account 2 v. -.- Only Henelf 
2 V. — A Narrow Escape 2 v. 

Thomson, James, y 1748. 

Poetical Works (Mrith Portrait) z v. 

"Thoth," Author of. 
Thoth I V. 

"Tim," Author of. 
Tim X ▼. 

Trafford, F. G.: v, Mrs. Riddell. 

Trevelyan, Right Hon. Sir 

George Otto. 

The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 ▼. — Selections from the 
Writings of Lord Macaulay a v. — The 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v. 

Trois-Etoiles , vide Grenville: 

Murray. 

Trollope, Anthony, f 1882. 
Doctor Thome a v. — The Bertrams 

2 V. — The Warden x v. — Barchester 
Towers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. — The 
West Indies i v. — Framley Parsonage 2 v. 

— North America 3 V. — Orley Farm 3 v. 

— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House 
at Allington 3 v. — Can you forgive her? 

3 V. — The Bel ton Estate 2 v. — Nina 
Balatka x ▼. — The Last Chronicle of 
Barset 3 ▼. — The Claverings 2 v. — Phineas 
Finn 3 V. — He knew he was right 3 v. — 



The Vicar of Bullhampton av. — Sh: Harry 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite x ▼. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion of 
Grranpere x v. •— Australia and New Zea- 
land 3 V. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
Heathcote of Gangoil x v. — The Way we 
live now 4 V. — The Prime Minister 4 V. — 
The American Senator 3 V. — South Africa 

2 V. — Is He Popenjoy ? 3 v. — An Eye for 
an Eye x v. -» John Caldigate 3 V. — Cousin 
Henry i v. — The Duke's Children 3 V. — 
Dr. Wortle's School x ▼. — Ayaia's Angel 

3 r. — The Fixed Period x ▼. — Marion Fay 
2 V. — Kept in the Dark i v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories z v. — r Alice Dug- 
dale, and other Stories x v. — La Mere 
Bauche, and other Stories x v. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories z v. — 
An Autobiography x v. — An Old Man'^s 
Love z V. 

Trollope, T. Adolphus, f 1892. 
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v. 
— A Siren a v. 

Trowbridge, W. R. H. 
The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth 
x V. — A Girl ot the Multitude x v. — That 
Little Marquis of Brandenburg x v. — A 
Dazzling Reprobate z v, • 

Twain, Mark (Samuel L. 
Clemens) (Am.). 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer z v. — 
The Innocents Abroad; or. The New 
Pilgrims' Progress 2 v. — A Tramp Abroad 
2 v. — ''Roughing it" x v. — The In- 
nocents at Home z v. — The Prince and 
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White 
Elephant, etc. z v. — Life on the Mis- 
sissippi 2 v. — Sketches (with Portrait) 
z V. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections 
from American Humour z v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 v. — The 
American Qaimant z ▼. — The £ z 000000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories z v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad z v. — Pudd'nhead 
Wilson z V. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc 2 v. — Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
and other Tales z v. — More Tramp^ 
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted 
Hadleyburg, etc. 2 v. — A Double-6ar- 
relled Detective Story, etc. z v. — The 
830,000 Bequest, and Other Stories z v. — 
Christian Science z v. 

**Two Cosmos, the," Author of. 
The Two Cosmos z v. 

Vachell, Horace Annesley. 
Brothers 2 v. — The Face of Clay z v. — 
Her Son z v. --- The Hill z v. 
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"Venus and Cupid,*' Author of. 
Venus and Cupid i v. 

"V^ra," Author of. 
Vfera 1 V. — The Hotel du Petit St. 
Jean i v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard 2 v. — Ninette t v. 

Victoria R. I. 

Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 i v. — 
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 i v. 

"Virginia," Author of. 
Virginia i v. 

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred. 

Wfth Zola in England z v. 

Walford, L. B. 
Mr. Smith 2 v. — Pauline 2 v. — Cousins 
2 V. — Troublesome Daughters 2 v. — 
Leddy Marget i v. 

VS^allace, D. Mackenzie. 

Russia 3 V. 

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), j- 1905. 
Ben-Hur 2 v. 
' Warburton, Eliot, f 1852. 

The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. — 
Darien 2 v. 

Ward, Mrs. Humphry. 
Robert Elsmere 3 v. — David Grieve 
3y. — MissBretherton x v. — Marcella 3 v. 
Bessie Costrell 1 v. — Sir George Tressady 
2 V. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose*s Daughter 2 v. 

— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. — 
Fenwick's Career 2 v. 

Warner, Susan z/zVfi?: WetherelL 
Warren, Samuel, •[■ 1877. 

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Thousand a- Year 3 V. — Now and Then 
I v. — The Lily and the Bee i v, 

"Waterdale Neighbours, the," 
Author of: v. Justin McCarthy- 
Watts-Dunton, Theodore. 

Aylwin 2 v. 

Wells, H. G. 
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. x v. — The War 
of the Worlds i v. — The Invisible Man i v. 

— The Time Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Moreau i v. — When the Sleeper 
Wakes 1 v. — Tales of Space and Time x v. 

— The Plattner Story, and Others i v. — 
Love and Mr. Lewisham i v. — TheWheels 
of Chance i v. — Anticipations 1 v. — The 
First Men in the Moon i v. — The Sea Lady 
I V. — Mankind in the Making 2 v. — Twelve 



Stories and a Dream x v. — The Food of 
the Gods IV. — A Modem Utopia i v. — 
Kipps 2 V. — In the Days of the Coniet i v> 

— The Future in America x v. 

Westbury, Hugh. 
Acte 2 V. 

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan 

Warner) (Am.), ^ 1%%^- 
The wide, wide World x v. — Queechy 
B V. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2 v. — 
Say and Seal 2 v. — The Old Helmet 2 v. 

Weyman, Stanley J. 

The House of the Wolf x v. —The Story 
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v. — The Man in Black i v. — 
Under the Red Robe x v. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 V. — From the Memoirs of a Minis- 
ter of France x v. — The Red Cockade 2 v. 
-~ Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 

— Sophia 2 V. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — In 
Kings' Byways i v. — The Long Night 2 v. 
— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow 
Farm 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up in 
Lavender x v. 

Wharton, Edith (Am.). 
The House of Mirth 2 v. — The Fruit of 
the Tree 2 v. 

"Whim, a, and its Conse- 
quences,*' Author of. 
A Whim,, and its Consequences i v. 

Whitby, Beatrice. 

The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v. — 
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v. 

White, Percy. 

Mr. Bailey-Martin i v. -The West End 2 v. 
— The New Christians i v. — Park Lane 2 v. 

— The Countess and The King's Diary i v. 

— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v. — 
A Millionaire's Daughter i v. — A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim x v. — The System 2 v. — 
The Patient Man x v. — Mr. John Strood 
IV. — The Eight Guests 2 v. — Mr. Strudge 

I V. 

White, Walter. 
Holidays in Tyrol x v. 

Whiteing, Richard. 

The Island; or, An Adventure of a Per- 
son of Quality x v. — No. 5 John Street x v. 
—The Life of Paris i v.— TheYellowVan i v. 

— Ring in the New i v. — r All Moonshine 

X V. 

Whitman, Sidney. 
Imperial Germany i v. — The Realm 
of the Habsburg^ x v. — Teuton Studies 
XV. — Reminiscences of the King of 
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Rottmania, edited by Sidney Whitman x v. 

— Conversations with Prince Bismarck, 
edited by Sidney Whitman x v. — Life of 
the Emperor Frederick 2 ▼. 

"Who Breaks— Pays," Author 
of: vide Mrs. Jenkin. 

Whyte Melville, Qeorge J.: 
vide Melville. 

Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.). 

Timothy's Quest x ▼. — A Cathedral 
Courtship, and Penelope's English Ex- 
periences XV. — Penelope's Irish Experi- 
ences I V. — Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm 
X V. —The Affair at the Inn x v. (By K. D. 
WigKin, M. ft J. Findlater, and Allan 
McAulay.) — Rose o* the River i v. — 
New Chronicles of Rebecca i v. 

. Wilkins, Mary £. (Am.). 
Pembroke x v. — Madelon i v. — Jerome 
2 V. — Silence, and other Stories x v. — 
The Love of Parson Lord, etc. x v. 
Williamson, C N. & A. M. 
The Lightning Conductor x v. 

Wills, C J., vide F. C PhiUps. 

Winter, Mrs. J. S. 
Regimental Legends x v. 

Wood, Charles: vide Author of 
"Buried Alone." 

Wood, H. F. 

Tlie Passenger from Scotland Yard x v. 
Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny 

Ludlow), t 1887. 
East Lynne 3 V. — The Channings 2 v. — 
Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles 2 v. — 
Vemer's Pridej V. — The Shadow of Ash- 
lydyat 3 v. — "in-evlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord 
Oakburn's Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray 
2 V. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St. Martin's 
Eve 2 V. — Elster's Folly 2 v. — Lady Ade- 
laide's Oath 2 v. — Orville College x v. — 
A Life's Secret x v. — The Red Court Farm 
2 V. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
YoVke 2 V. — George Canterbury's Will 
2 V. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 
2 V. — The Foggy Night atOfford ; Martyn 
Ware's Temptation; The Night -Walk 
over the Mill Stream x v. — Within the 
Maze 2 V. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 

— Johnny Ludlow a v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 v. — Adam Grainger x v. — 
Edina 2 v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court 
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by 
Johnny Ludlow): Lost in the Post, and 
Other Tales x v. — ATale of Sin, and Other 
Tales XV. — Anne, and Other Tales x v. — 



The Mystery of Jessy Page, and Other 
Tales IV. — Helen Whitney's Wedding, 
and Other Tales x v. — The Story of 
Dorothy Grrape, and Other Tades x v. 

Woodroffe, Daniel. 
Tangled Trinities x ▼. — The Beauty*Shop 

X V. 

Woods, Margaret L. 
A Village Tragedy x v. — The Vaga- 
bonds XV. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. — The 
Invader x v. 

Wordsworth, William, f 1850, 

Select Poetical Works 2 v. 

Wraxall, Lascelles, f 1865. 

Wild Oats X v. 

Yates, £dmund, f 1894. 

Land at Last 2 v. — Broken to Harness 2 v, 

— The Forlorn Hope 2 v. — Black Sheep 
2 V. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 V. — Dr. Wainwright's Patient 
2 V. — Nobody's Fortune 2 v. — Castaway 
2 V. — A Waiting Race 2 v. — The yellow 
Flag 2 ▼. — The Impending Sword 2 v. — 
Two, by Tricks x v. — A Silent Witness 
2 V. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v. 

Yeats: vide Levett- Yeats. 
Yonge, Charlbtte M., j- 1901. 

The Heir of Reddyfte 2 v. — Heartsease 
2 v, — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. •— Hopes and Fears 2 v. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2 v. — The Trial 
2 V. — The Clever Woman of the Family 
2 V. —The Dove in the Eagle's Nest 2 v. 

— The Danvers Papers ; The Prince and 
the Page x v. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2v. — The two Guardians x v. — TheCaged 
Lion 2 V. — The Pillars of the House 5 v. 

— Lady Hester x v, — My Young Alcides 
2 V. — The Three Brides 2 v. ^ — Woman- 
kind 2 v. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Love 
and Life x v. — Unknown to History 2 v. 

— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v. — The 
Armourer's Prentices 2 v. — The Two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie's Father 
2 v. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni- 
less Princesses x v. — That Stick x v, — 
Grisly Grisell x v. — The Long Vacation 
2 V. — Modem Broods x v. 

"Young Mistley," Author of: 

vide Henry Seton Merriman. 

Zangwill, I. 
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 ▼. — Ghetto 
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v, 

«Z. Z." 

The World and a Man 2 Vt 



Series for the Young. 



30 Volumes* Published with Continental Copyright on the same 
conditions as the Collection of English and American Authors, Videp, /. 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Ft. per Volume. — 



Barker, Lady (Lady Broome). 
Stories About : — x v. 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
t 1880. 

Ministering Children x v. 

Craik,Mrs.(MissMulock),ti887. 
Our Year i v. — Three Tales for Boys 
XV. — Three Tales for Girls x v, 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Tales x v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, f 1849. 

Moral Tales x v. — Popular Tales 2 v, 

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia, 

t ^^77' 

The Pearl Fountain, and other Fairy- 
Tales X v. 

Lamb, Charles & Mary, f 1834 
and 1847. 
Tales from Shakspeare x v. 

Marryat, Captain, f 1848. 

Masternian Ready x v. 



Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 

Rex and Regina x v. 

Montgomery, Florence. 
The Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
Ball I V. 

" Ruth and her Friends," Author 
of. 

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls x v. 

Wood, Mrs. Henry, f 1887. 

William Allair x v. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 

Kenneth; or, the Rear-Guard of the 
Grand Array x v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester's Word x v. — The 
Stokesley Secret x v. — Countess Kate x v. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars- 
wood Post-Office XV. — Henrietta's Wish 
XV. — Kings of England x v, — The 
Lances of Lynwood ; the Pigeon Pie x v. 
— P's andO'sx v. — AuntCharlotte'sStories 
of English History x v, — Bye- Words xv. — 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. x v. 



Collection of German Authors. 

5/ Volumes. Translations from the German^ published with universal 
copyright. These volumes may he imported into any country, 

» Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Auerbach, Berthold, f 1882. 

On the Heights, (Second Edition) 3 V. — 
Brigitta XV. — Spinoza 2 v. 

Ebers, Georg, f 1898. 

An Eg^tian Princess 2 v. — Uarda 
2V. — Homo Sum 2 v. — The Sisters [Die 
Schwestern] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per 
Aspera 2 v. 

Fouqu6, De la Motte, f 1843. 
Undine, Sintram, etc. x v. 

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, f 1876. 

Poefcis (Second Edition) x v. 

Gfirlach, WUhelm. 
Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) x v. 



Goethe, W. v., f 1832. 

Faust. XV. — Wilhelm Meister's Ap- 
prenticeship 2 V. 

GuUkow, Karl, f 1878. 

Through Night to Light x v. 

Hacklfinder, F. W., \ 1877. 

Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] x v. 

Hauff, Wilhelm, f 1827. 
Three Tales x v. 

Heyse, Paul. 

L' Arrabiata, etc. x v. — The Dead Lake, 
etc. XV. — Barbarossa, etc. x v. 

Hillem, Wilhelmine von. 
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-WallyJ 
IV. — The Hour will come 2 v. 
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Kohn, Salomon. 
Gabriel z v. 

Leasing, G. £., f 1781. 

Nathan the Wise and Emilia Galotti i v. 

Lewald, Fanny, j- 1889. 

Stella 2 V. 

MarUtt, E., f 188;. 
The Princess of the MoQr [das Haide- 
prinzesschen] 2 v. 

Nathusius, Maria, \ 1857. 

, ana I 



Joachim v. Kaniern _ 
Poor Young Lady i v. 



Diary of a 



Reuter, Fritz, f 1874. 

In the Year '13 i v. — An old Story of 
my Farming Dajrs [Ut mine Stromtid] 3 v. 

Richter, J. P. Friedrich Qean 

Paul), \ 1825. 
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v. 

SchefFel, Victor von, \ 1886. 

Ekkehard 2 v; 

Taylor, George. 

Klytia 2 v. 

Zschokke, Heinrich, \ 1848. 

The Princess of Brunswick - Wolfen- 
bUttel, etc. i v. 



Students' Series for School, College, and Home. 

Ausgaben 

mit deutschen Anmerkiingen und Special- Worterbiichern. 

Br. = Broschiert. Kart. = Kartoniert. 

Evans— 



Bulwer, Edward, Lord L3^ton, 

The Lady of Lyons. Von Dr. Fritz 
Bischoff, Br. M 0,50. Kart. jH 0,60. 

Burnett, Frances Hodgson 

(Am.). 

Little Lord Fauntleroy. Von Dr. Ernst 
Groth. Br. jH i ,50. Kart. Ji x,6o. — An- 
merkungen und Worterbuch. Br. Ji 0,40. 
Sara Crewe. Von Bertka Connell. Br. 
Ji 0,50. Kart. jH 0,60. — Anmerknngen 
und Worterbuch. Br. jH 0,40. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881. 

The Reign of Terror (French Revo- 
lution). Y onTir, Ludmig Herrig, Br. 
Jh 1,00. Kart. jH x,zo. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), 

t 1887. 

A Hero. A Tale for Boys. Von Dr. 
Otto Dost, Br. Ji 0,80. Kart. j^ 0,90. — 
Worterbuch. Br. M 0,40. 

Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 

Sketches. First Series. Von Dr. A. 
Hoppe. Br. jH, 1,20. Kart. Ji 1,30. 

Sketches. Second Series. Von Dr. A. 
'Hoppe, Br. ^1,40. Kart..^i,5o.— WSrter- 
buch (First and Second Series). Br. JiZyOO, 

A Christmas Carol in Prose. Being 
a Ghost Story of Christmas. Von Dr. 
G. Tanger. Br. Ji 1,00. Kart. M i,io. 



Eliot, George (Miss 

Mrs. Cross), f 1880. 

The Mill on the Floss. Von Dr. N. 
Conrad, Br. M 1,70. Kart. Ji z,8o. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 

Jackanapes. Von £, Roos, Br. ^0,50. 
Kart. J6 0,60. — Worterbuch. Br. Ji 0,20. 

The Brownies ; and The Land of Lost 
Toys. Von Dr. A. Miiller. Br. J^ 0,60. 
Kart. j^ 0,70. — Worterbuch Br. Ji 0,30. 

Timothy's Shoes; An Idyll of the 
Wood; BenjyinBeastland. VonE. Roos, 
Br. Ji 0,70. Kart. J(, 0,80. — Worter- 
buch. Br. j^ 0,30. 

Franklin, Benjamin (Am.), 

t 1790- 

His Autobiography. -Von Dr. Karl 
Feyerabend. I. Teil. Die Jugendjahre 



(1706 — X730). Br. jK 1,00. Kart. «^x,io. 
IL Ten. Die Mannesjahre (1731 bis 
1757). Mit einer Beigabe : The Way to 
Wealth. Von Dr. Karl Feyerabend. 
Br. Ji z,2o. Kart. jH 1,30. 

Freeman, Edward A. f 1892. 

Three Historical £s8a3rs. Von Dr. C 
Balzer. Br. .^ 0,70. Kart. Jk 0,80. 

Harte, Bret (Am.), f 190a. 

Tales of the Argonauts. Von Dr. G, 
Tanger. Br. Jh 1,40. Kart. J( 1,50! 
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Hawthorne^ Nathaniel (Am.), 

t 1864. 
Wonder Book for Boys and Girls. "Von 
E. Roos. Br. Jt 0,70. Kart. M 0,80. — 
Anmerkungen undWorterbuch. Br. j^ 0,40. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School Days. Von Dr. /. 
Schmidt. 2 Parts. Br. .^3,00. Kait. 
M 3)20. Fart I. apart. Br. Ji 1,70. 
Kart.J$x,8o. Fart. II. apart. Br. ^1,30. 
Kart. Ji 1,40. 

Longfellow , Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), f 1882. 
Tales of a Wayside Inn. Von Dr. H. 
Vamhagen. 2 Bande. Br. Ji 2,00. 
Kart. Ji 2,20. X. Band apart. Br. JH 1,00. 
Kart. u¥z,to. 2. Band apart. Br. .^1,00. 
Kart. Jt z,xa. 

Macaulay, Lord^ Thomas 
Babington, f 1859. 

England before the Restoration. (History 
of England. Chapter I.) Von Dr. W. 
Ihne. Br. jH 0,70. Kart. Ji 6,80. 

England under Charles the Second. 
(History of England. Chapter II.) Von 
'Dr.W.Ihne. Br. ^x,oo. Kart. u0z,io. 

The Rebellions of Argyle and Mon- 
mouth. (History of England. Chapter V.) 
Von Dr. ImtnanuelSchmidi. Br. J{$x,oo. 
Kart. M x,io. 

Lord CUve. (Histor. Essay.) Von Prof. 
Dr. R. Thum. Br. jH x,40. Kart. Ji x,50. 

Ranke's History of the Popes. (His- 
torical Essay.) Von Prof. Dr. R, Thum. 
Br. Ji 0,60. Kart. M 0,70. 

Warren Hastings. (Historical Essay.) 
Von Prof. Dr. R. Thum, Br. jH 1,50. 
Kart. J$ 1,60. 

McCarthy, Justin. 
The Indian Mutiny. (Chap. 32 — 35 of "A 
History of our own Times.") Von Dr./f. 
Uamanu. Br. J6 0,60. Kart. Ji 0,70. 
— Worterbuch. Br. Ji 0,20. 



Montgomery, Florence. 
Misunderstood. Von Dr. R. Palm. Br. 
Ji z,6o. Kart. Ji 1,70. — W&iterbuch. 
Br. Ji 0,40. 

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 
The Talisman. Von Dr. R, DvsseL 
Br. M x,6o. Kart. M 1,70. 

Tales of a Grandfather. First Series. 
Von Dr. H. Laschh^rn. • Br. Ji 1,50. 
Kart. J6 1,60.— Wdrterbuch. Br. ^0,50. 

Tales of a Grandfather. Second Series. 
Von Dr. H. Loschhom. Br. Ji 1,70. 
Kart. Ji z,8o. 

Shakespeare, William, f 161 6. 
Twelfth Night ; or, What you will. Von 
Dr. H. Conrad. Br. jH x,40. Kart. jH x,50. 

Julius Caesar. Von Dr. Jmmanuel 
Schmidt. Br. J6 1,00. Kart. «^ i,xo. 

Macbeth.Von 'Dr./mmanuclSchmidt. 
Br. JH x»oo. Kart. A x,xo. 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t 1875. 

Prince Charles Stuart. (History of Eng- 
land from the Peace of Utrecht to the 
Peace of Versailles. 1713— 1783.) Von 
Dr. Martin Krummacker. Br. ji x,20. 
Kart. J$ 1,30. 

The Seven Years* War. Von Dr. Af. 
Krummacker, Br. M x»2o. Kart. M 1,30. 

Tennyson, Alfred L>ord, f 1892. 
Enoch Ardeo and other Poems. Von 
Dr. A, Hamann, Br. M 0,70. Kart. 
M 0,80. — WSrterbuch, Br. Jk 0,20. 

Thackeray, W. M. j- 1863. 
Samuel Titmarsh and The great Hog- 
garty Diamond. Von George Boyle, 
Br. Ji x,20. Kart. j^ 1,30. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 
The Little Duke, or, Richard the Fear- 
less. Von B. Root. Br. M 0,90. Kart. 
Ji x,oo. — Worterbuch. Br. Ji 0,20. 



Manuals of Conversation (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 

Eack Volume, bound ^2,25. 



FUr Deutsche, 
Englische Conversationssprache von 

A» SchUssing, 4. Stereot3rpaufl. 
Franz5sische Conversationssprache 

von L, Rollin, 2, Stereotypaufl. 
Hussi^che Conversationssprache 

von Dr. Z, Koiransky. 



For English students, 

German Language of Conversation 
by A, Schlessing^ 

A I* Usage des itudiants frangais. 

Conversation AUemande par MM. 
Z. Rollin et Wolfgang Weber. 



Tauchnitz Dictionaries. 

For sale and for use in all countries, 

Crowu 8vo. 

English-German and German-English. (James.) Forty-first Edition, 
entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged. Sewed J^ 4»50. Bound 
in cloth M 5»oo. Bound in half-morocco ^5,50. 

English-French and French-English. (James & Moii:.) Seventeenth, 
entirely new and modem Edition, Sewed M 5*00. Bound Ji 6,00. 

English-Italian and Italian-English. (James & Grassi.) Thirteenth 
Edition, Sewed M 5»oo. Bound in half-morocco Ji 6,25. 

Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 

in three parts. Each part with a new large Supplement including all modem 
terms and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. Sewed jH 29,00. 
Bound in cloth Ji 32,00. Bonnd m half-morocco j^ 33>50. 
Vol.1. Fran9ais-Allemand- Anglais, si^^ Edition. Avec un grand 
Supplement de xgoz. Broche Ji zo,oo. ReliS en toile M zz,oo. Relie en 
demi-maxoquin Ji zz,5o. Supplement separement jH 2,00. 
Vol. n. English-German-French, sth Edition, With a large Supple- 
ment published in Z902. Sewed M zo,oo. Bound in doth Ji zz,oo. Bound 
in half-morocco Ji zz,5o. Supplement separately Ji 2,00. 
Vol. in. Deutsch-Englisch -Franzdsisch. 4,Auflage, Mit einem 
Nachtrage von Z902. Brosch. Ji 9,00. Geb. in Leinen Ji zo,oo. Greb. in 
Halbfrz. UV zo,5o. Nachtrag einzeln Jk x,oo. 

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition). 

Bound Ji 2,25. Sewed Ji 1,50. 
Theze Dietumariet are constantly revised and kept carefully up to date, 
English-German and German-English. Thirtieth Edition, 
English-French and French-English. Thirty-first Edition, 
English-Italian and Italian-English. Twenty-second Edition, 
English-Spanish and Spanish-English.. Twenty-eighth Edition, 
Latin-English and English-Latin. Fifteenth Edition, 
Franz6si8ch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Franzdsisch. Elfte Auflage. 
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Siebente Auflage, 
Espagnol-Fran9ais et Fran9ais-Espagnol. Cinquieme Edition, 

Russisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Russisch. (Koiransky.) 
FUnfte Auflage, Br. J6 3,00. Geb. J6 4,00. 

Imperial JoT 

Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsdi-Italienisch. (Rigutini & Bulle.) 

2 BSnde. i.Band. 4, Auflage, 2. Band. 3. Auflage, Br. ^ 18,00. 

Geb. U6 20,00. Halbmarokko ^ 23,00. 
Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (Tolhausen.) 2 B^de. 

I.Band. S-^'^fl^g^* 2. Band. 4. Auflage, Br.M(i5,oo. Geb. ^17,50. 

Halbmarokko Ji 20,50. 

Imperial So] 

Hebrew and Chaldee Le3dcon. (FOrst.) Translated from the German. 
Fifth Edition, J6 19,00. 

Handwdrterbuch der Deutschen Sprache. (Weber.) Vierund' 

zwanzigste Auflage, Br. Ji 6,00. 
Handbuch der FremdwSrter. (W'ESEK,) Siebz^hnte Auflage, Br. ^3,00. 

" BEKNHARD TAT3CHKITZ) "LEIPZIG. 
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September 1907. 

Tauclinitz Edition. 



Latest Volumes: 

3960/61. Temptation. By Richard Bagot. 

3962. Representative Men. By Ralph Waldo Emerson. 

3963. Susan. By Ernest Oldmeadow. 

3964. New Chronicles of Rebecca. By Kate Douglas Wiggin. 

3965. Her Son. By Horace Annesley Vachell. 

3966. Merry-Garden, and Other Stories. By "Q" (A. T. 
Quiller-Couch). 

3967. The Getting Well of Dorothy. By Mrs. W. K. Clifford. 

3968. Dead Love has Chains. By M. E. Braddon. 

3969. Itinerant Daughters. By Dorothea Gerard. 
3970/71. The House of Defence. By E. F. Benson. 

3972. Fraulein Schmidt and Mr. Anstruther. By the author 
of "Elizabeth and her German Garden." v 

3973. The Passing of the Third Floor Back, and,4)ther 
Stories. By Jerome J^. Jerome. 

3974. Short Cruises. By W. W. Jacobs. 

3975. The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Square. By Mrs. 
Henry de la Pasture. 

3976. The Ghost. By Arnold Bennett 

3977. The Invader. By Margaret L. Woods. 

3978. Three Weeks. By Elinor Glyn. 

3979. Christian Science. By Mark Twain. 

3980. The Lightning Conductor. By C. N. & A. M. Williamson. 

3981. Hortus Vitae, and Limbo. By Vernon Lee. 
3982/83. Ghetto Comedies. By Israel Zangwill. 

3984. The Lodestar. By Max Pemberton. 

3985. The Marriage Lease. By F. Frankfort Moore. 



TAe Tauchnitz Edition is to be had of all Book- 
sellers and Railway Libraries on the Continent, price 
^6 /,6o, or 2 francs per ^volume. A complete Cata- 
/o^ue o/ihe Tauchnitz Edition is attacKed to tVils n»oTfe. > J 



«jj! 



